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Editor's I'refhoe. 

In presenting this eolleotion of Poems fo tlio AmerioanPntHoitle 
not the intention of the Editor to claintfor thesi tlie highesUiterar; 
eKcellencB, or cirer them as the finished productions of the highest 
stundard of poetical ahillt; of the country, as a glance at tb^ 
signatures affised to each will at once show ; for although we have 
seleoled as muoh a,s possible from our best writers, we have not con- 
fined onTsoIf eselusively to that class, from the fact, that had we 
done so, our Geld would hape been very Jimiled, our eoUeotiou very 
incomplete, and many productions of decided merit, would, in cosi- 
sequenoe, have been excluded. ; therefore, we do not offer them aathe 
Ne J'lus Ultra of literary excellence, tut simply as a series of Pea- 
Piotarea of the War, such as hare from time to time welled up 
from the great heart of the Nation, when deeply moved by some 
great national, of individual eveiit; and, as eucli, we think we here 
oifei aU that conld be desired even by the most fasfldions. 

Pt ry Hation c vilized and savage, have their war-songs, war. 
hymns wir anthems ind war-ballads, — and why not America! 
Even in the f i,ce of the assertion, made by the learned Editor of 
the ' National Hjmns, ' to the effect, that there was not a Poet in 
the lind who j isse^sea sufficient ability to give one to the people, 
—an assertion which is I'efufed every hour of the day by the untu- 
tored voice of childhood along our streets, the bass of the mechanic 
in the workshop, as well as cultivated vocal Btrains, which proceed 
from the perfumed parlors of the higher circles of society I The 
great mistake of our contemporary, laid in the facl, that he was 
loosing for a grand National Epic, one calonlated to suit the reflncd 
ear, and exalted taste of the critic, instead of some sublime metrical 
harmony which would sweep like an angel's fingers over the sensi- 
tive spirit-string of the human heart, and produce those sympa- 
thetic strains which linger on the ear — which dwell in the memory 
and reverberate through the land, untU at length a whole nation 
takes up thetheme, and hymn it before the Nation's Altar I It is 
just such metrical harmoniea na this that we have sought for, and 
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IT EDITORS 

found, and here present to the reader — we care not for the oritie— 
fflolingsalisEedthattbegreatvoiceof thepeople will, iu the future, 
reader e, verdict in our favor. 

In making this collection, it is but proper here to atittfi, that we 
have gathered together no less than four thousand poems, all po!«ss- 
e3 of more or less merit, yet, as a matter of oourse, unflt for our 
purpose, which was lo eecure a series of Pen Pictures, descriptive, 
— not of the most important events of the War, for that would ba 
simply metrical histary, — hut of those events which have relation 
to the individual, that each and ever; particular poem might come 
home to some heart, and there find its abiding place through all 
time ; in so doing, one fact, above all others, has occnrccd to ns as 
most singular, it is this :— that ss most of England's war.ballads 
ore of a Naval, just to the same estent are those of America of a 
Military character, exclusively, as not more , than ten or twelve 
Maval poems have been written during the entire war, whioh fact, 
when taken in connection with the very large share which our 
Navy has taken in the sti;ugg!e,i3,to6ajtheleast,temtttkab!e,and 
can only be accounted for hy the fact, that our war is laternecine, 
instead of international; and yet, this of itself ia hardly sufficient 
to satisfy us upon this mooted point, of whioh we here make paea- 
ing. mention, to account for the almost entire absence of all naval 
poems in this collection. 

In regard to the design of the work, it was at fliat the intention 
of the Editor, to make it an exact chronological history of all the 
principal events of the war, by affixing the date, and locale of each 
event to some particular poem, whioh might ba found best adapted 
to each and all ; bat this purpose had soon to be set aside as en- 
tirely impracticable from the fact, that those events soon became so 
numerous that our space would not permit a record of even one- 
halt which had ooenrred, so we have simply confined the work to 
those only of the greatest importance. 

With these few necessary iiitrodacf ory remarks, we will without 
further hesitation submit thB work to the reader, trusting that it 
mill meet all reasonable expeelations, and serve, eventually, to 
lighten the sufferings of those little ones, who are left homeless and 
destitute in our midst, by the sad casualitjes of this great National 
Btrnggle 

New Toek, October 7lh, 1863. 
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TO 

THE OEPHAN CHILDEEN 



OUR HBEOIO VOLUNTEBES 



IN THE DEFBHCB OP THE UHION, 

AND THE AID WHICH MAY BE BBCUEED THEEEBY, 
IS HUMBLY DEDICATED. 
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"WEEP "vviTn us. 

THE volunteers' ORPHANS' APPEAL 

TUB UNION HOME 



Pitt us, frienda, we poor Volunteers' children, 
Whose homes are deserted where joy waa of yore — 
Where once beani'dlhe smile of peace and contentment 
But now hangs the dark mantle of death and of war. 
Our fathers, who left ua to fight for the Union — 
Our brothers, who rushed forth to battle for right — 
Arc still firm defending our loved Constitiition, 
Or on the field lay, their bones mold'ring and white. 

"We ask but your pity, kind friends of humanity — 

"We ask bat a tear of sympathy shed 

O'er the graves of our fathers, and b el oved.bro there, 

A sigh for the heroes who sleep with the dead. 

We children assembled beneath our loved banner, 

Pray for the return of each absent brave. 

And ask you to follow where valor hath fallen — 

To kneel with us, weep with us, over each grave. 

J. HESay HAYWAUD. 
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M^iEiaECerB' and Advisory Oonmiitteea' 2Coti«i:;, 
Tee loatitutionfor which thia VolumaiapuMialieiilias n wb u 
in aotiva operation over two years, having heeu organized bj a n m 
her of proniinBQt ladies, (upon the oeeasion of a visit of Gen And 
son at the Institution of the Young Deaf Mul«s of Miis city among 
whom were tho following ;— Mrs. Little, Mrs. Rev, Ha d nbn g 
Miaa H. Sherman, Mrs. J. Thompaon, Miss F. M. Hojt, M -b fo P 
Mather, Mrs. Olire M, Devoe, and Mrs. David Hoyt. This O ga za 
tion was perfected May 20, 1861, and after having been n a 
operation for ooe year, the State Legislature, in eonsid a n f 
the benevolent purpose for which it was organized, and h g 
public and private good wrought by its operations, granted a 
Charter, April 22d, 1862 ; since which time it has given h un 
mistahable evidence of ila efficiency, that we can wi h 
slightest hesitation, come before tho paWio in this, or any h 
guise, which may promiao to forward the good work befor u 
that of educating and maintaining tho little orphans n u ed 
to our care, by those noble Volunteers, who have fal n y 
may fall in the defence of the Union ; and to forward this object, 
this Volume— whioh it ia bnt projJer here to remark is the gift of 
Mr. HiYWARD to the " Union Home and School," — is now issued 
exclusively for the benefit of SRid Ingtitnf ion so long as it shall re- 
main in existenoe, with the ultimate design of founding by this 
means a Bnilding Fund, with which to erect a snitable edifice 
wherein the little orphans of our heroes may ba properly cared for 
until they have reacted their maturity. 

The purpose for wMoh the volume is issued, is certainly the most 
exalted and benefioial that can aotuata us, and ia well worthy of all 
the care and troable we can bestow upon it ; and in consequence, if 
properly aided and sustained in onr endeavor, we feel confident of 
entire success, and a great work of benevolence and patriotism will 
thereby be accomplished. Reapeotfully submitted : — 
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BEFORE THE REBELLION. 

AN ALLEGORY. 



Once Mara and Peace togetlicr mot, 

Ee solved to have a friendly w^ocd, 
I listened well, therefore I am 

Prepared to tell all I then heard; 
Where this took place I need not pause 

With much precision here to state; 
Sor for my purpose need I halt, 

Here to set down the exact date- 
Suffice to know, that euch a thing, 

Upon this sphere of strife and ain. 
By the mere course of stra.nge events. 

Once might, could, would, or should have been 
Old Mars with bombast was quite full. 

While Peace was very meek and mild. 
He really seem'd the god of war, 

And she, but Intellect's bright child. 

" Well, Peace," said Mars, " I trust that you 

Enjoy, as yet, the best of health; 
What think you now of thia great world, 
■ With all its splendor, fame and wealth 7 
I'm euro you must be pleased with all, 

AThich differs much from days of yoro, 
'When you contended that you coald 
*" For mankind do, more than could war." 
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" Nay,- Mara," said Peace, " I don't agree 

With all that you are pleased to say ; 
Tlie world la better'd, I admit, 

But not by yoa — don't frown, I pray, 
For I contention much despise, 

And do but wish by argument 
To prove that you have claimed too much, 

And what I say is all well meant." 

" Hey-day : — ^MisB Peace, I think that you 

Are getting rather port of late, 
You seem to hope to smile me down 

And controvert thus all I state ; 
A pretty pass has come indeed, 

"When you presume thus to deny 
That I haTc made the world by war. 

And raised the human standard high !" 

" Ton may be right," said Peace ; " yet stay. 

If we could now^ the m.atter test, 
You'd find yourself quite in the wrong — 

That all such good is tiiy conq^uest ; 
You'd find that man, though valiant yet. 

And loves to Lave hie own way still, 
"Would rather lay aside the sword. 

And win his triumphs with a quiU!" 

" Tut ! — tut ! — ^you know not what you say, 

Or if you do you know you boast, 
I do not wish to kill you, Peace, 

But still, I'd like to see your ghost / 
"Why, child, I have now in this world, 

A tribe of men both strong and brave, 
Who any hour would leave a feast. 

That they might fill a hero's grave ! " 
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OF THE WAR. 19 

" Indeed I " said Peaca ;— " If thia be true 

Then all my labor ia in Tain : 
I hope 'tia nob !"■ — she clasp'd her handa, 

And dropp'd her eyca, and sighed with pain : 
Then starting from her muaing mood, 

Sho oven Mara seemed to defy, 
Ami said : — " Where are those braves yon name, 

Who thns for fame so wish to die ? " 

" What ho ! ye gods,— -jnat hear her words, 

She even donbta me, aa I live ! " 
Said Mars, as with a fierce, grim smile, 

He bade her then attention give ; 
" 'Tia sitnate' in the far west. 

Between two oceans wide and deep, 
Korth bounded by a chain of lakes, 

While its South shores a gulf doth sweep." 

" Indeed, you much mistaken are. 

Or I mistaken much must be ! " 
Said Peace, " for in that land abidea 

M.y fairest child — sweet Liberty -■ 
■ The tribe of whom you speak, dear sir, 

To warlike things are not inclined; 
They deal in cotton, grain and gold, 

And are at peace with all mankind ! " 

" Hold there, Miss Peace," said frowning Mars, 

" Do you pretend to say that I 
Am fool enough to misjudge men, 

Or sneak enough to tell a lie ? 
Oh ! swords and pistols, blood and strife, 

But things have reached a pretty pass, 
When deeds of arras are sot at naught, 

And Mars sent like a calf to grass ! " 
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POETIC AL PEW-PICTORES 

" Oh ! sir, pray do not anger'd be, 

Youv majesty I'd not offend ; 
Bo kind enough to stay your rage, 

And hear me out, e'en to the ond : 
Tou say this tribe is brave and atrong, 

"Which I'd not willingly deny ; 
But still they love mo far to well, 

To seek for fame, and for it die I " 

" Oh ! thunder, wake I — where is thy roar ? 

Oh I light'ning, where ia now thy flash ? , 
That ye lie ailont and concealed, 

While Peace presumes to talk auch traah ? 
By all the blood that's wet the ground 

Since valiant Cain his brother slew, 
" I'll make it now my aim to prove 

Tour statement false, and my words true ! " 

" Way — nay," said Peace ; " be not so fast, 

Por you must know I've power too ; 
I've boilt my temple there so strong, 

That 'twilL resist all you can do 1 
Commercial interest is the hinge, — 

Financial trust, the lock and key, — 
"Which bolta the door of social good, 

"Where dwells my child, sweet Liberty ! " 

" It m.atters not, your bolts and bars 

Against my strength w^ill not avail, 
For I will send no forign foe 

Thia time your stronghold to aaaail ; 
But in your house, so firmly built, 

I'll cast a shell of discontent, — 
I'll wield the sword of fierce discord, , 

Till ev'-ry social tie is rent ! " 
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" With gold I'll batter down the walla 

Of pablic good, and social right ; 
I'll sap the base of moral law, 

And blast the bonds of legal might. 
In human form I'll devils send, 

Who shall invade both Church and State, 
Who shall firm grasp the pen — your pow'r — 

And with it write in blood your fato ! " 

" What you supposed to be your strength, 

I'll prove to be your weakness yet, 
Your men of peace, I'll force to war, 

Till they all human love forget ; 
The house where dwells sweet Liberty, 

Shall totter with my vengefnl breath. 
Till I have proved that valiant men 

Will seek for honor, e'en to death ! " 

" Nay— nay, in mercy hold your hand, 

In mercy seek not to o'erfchrow 
The quiet of my peaceful honse, 

Nor lay it level with a blow ; 
I know the weakness of mankind, 

I know how quick they fall from state, 
When once the demon, Discontent, 

Awakens in their bosoms hate ! " 

" What ! — ^think you that I am so weak, 

Aa to gainsay what I have said ? " 
Cried Mars, as with a ghastly smile. 

He clenched his bands, all grim and red, 
"A pretty pass, it wore indeed, 

To give myself the downright lie; 
I've said it. Peace ! — ^it shall be so. 

E'en if, by it, all mankind die ! " 
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N"ow all this time the God of gods, 

"Was gazing on this scene heiow, 
He knew how weak was man' a vile heart — 

How soon the blood of war would flow, — 
If they were left now to themselves, 

Without his power to defend, 
And said : — " "Weep not, oh ! gentle Peace, 

For I, myself, will shape the end !" 

Mara beard the voice, and trembling stood, 

As if deprived of all his might, 
Then with his sword hid 'ocath his wings. 

At once took to ignoble flight : 
But Peace remained with upraised hands, 

And beaming face so bright and fair, 
Then o'er the busy world knelt down. 

And raised her voice in holy prayer ! 

To work fierce Mars in duo time went, 

To bring about bis purpose fell. 
To Pandemonium ho sped, 

To ask aid of the King of Hell; 
He found him there just as he wished — 

For he had heard of Mars' design — 
With goblets filled with liquid flre, 

Which he drank off as men do wine. 

On tables spread in his best style, 

With iron plates ail quite red hot, 
While on a fire watched by small imps 

Hung spit, and holler, pan, and pot, 
All filled with fiendish broils and stews, 

Such as we oft' have in this world. 
But which here made such rich smell that, 

The chief cook's nose with pleasure curi'd. 
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A red hot throne he sat upon, 

And to another pointed Mare, 
"Who humbly begged to be excused, 

As heli-Uke thrones left ugly scars; 
Old Satan smiled, an awful smile, 

Indeed he seem'd quite Ml of fun, 
And said — " That few men paused to think 

"What kind of throne they sat upon I" 

The god of ivar in a few words, 

The purpose of his visit told. 
Old Pluto's eyes looked deadly hate, 

But smiled when he did all unfold. 
And said : — "I take you at your word, 

Will give yon all the help I can. 
For eueh an end, I'd pour hot hell, 

And all its demons out on man ! 

" For long I've watch'd with jealous eys, 

The work of Peace, in that fair land, 
To hid defiance to my will, 

And make impotent e'en my hand: 
But hell I need not empty oiit 

To help you, and your pleasure share. 
For I long back have been at work, 

And have a host of imps now there. 

" This you, perchance, may deem quite strange, 

Not thinking that I knew your will, — 
That you would to me come, and ask 

My help, your bloody maw to fill ; 
Yet so it is, and I've arranged 

All things complete, to meet that endj 
So listen, now, and I'll relate 

What I have done — and what intend ! 
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" My imps hare donn'd the haman shape 

With intellect to fit thoiii for 
All Btations in the hated world, 

Or any chance that may occur ; 
E'en now they crowd the Halle of State, 

The Chair of Justice, too, they fill, 
The social board they also grace, 

All waiting but to do my will, 

" This is a cunning way I have 

Of making man mankind betray, 
I send them fiends in human shape, 

Who give advice, and they obey; 
If man knew what he was about. 

While passing through life's busy mart, 
He'd often look to see who walks 

Beside him, to corrupt his heart. 

" Ton know I had some old imps here, 

Who almost set my will at naught,— 
Who raised such thunder 'round my throne 

That oft' I've had to spoil their sport; 
Well those I've sent out in the world 

To sway the Spirit of the Press, 
According to my wish and will, 

And well they 've done it, I confess. 

" Then, in the Halle of State I've placed 

A man — this I could not avoid,- 
For he, though old, and weak, and dull, 

The people's confidence enjoyed ! 
He in the highest Seat I've placed. 

To bo employed as I think best, 
While I have hedged the dotard in, 

By imps in ev'ry honor dreet. 
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"Among them all- a Chief I have, — 

I almost envy him hie fate, — 
He's doomed to have such hellish fun, 

And raise on earth such fiendish hate, 
E'en DOW by his own cunning he 

Has gained a place of mortal fame, 
First in what they the Cab'net callj 

He I now need not pause to name. 

" So 'tween them all, I think I'll reach 

The end for which I long have toiled, 
I would have done it long ago, 

Had Peace — tiie jade — my game not spoiled; 
I long have waited for you, Mars, 

You failed me when I last did try, 
But then you know that jade, ' sweet Peace,' 

Bid not, as now, your pow'r defy ! 

" Therefore, I'm sure, yon ready are 

To give me all the help you can. 
We need but here devise the way — 

The work will all be done by man ; 
They are such fools they know not how 

To prize the blisa they once enjoy. 
Therefore we'll find it not so hard, 

The wisest of them to decoy ! 

" There was a time when I despair'd 

Of ever reaching such an end ; 
But that ia paas'd — no power now 

That nation's welfare can defend !" 
So come, Mars, with me take a sip 

Of nectar, which I only make, 
'Tia very pleasant to the taste, 

But serves not much the thirst to slake." 
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Again Mars begged to be excased, 

As he tlien thought he'd rather not; 
For tho' he fancied muoh warm blood, 

He didn't take it quite so hot I 
Again old Pluto smiled and said, 

'"Twas strange that Mara ehoald heaitato, 
For he had known him to drink blood, 

"When it was boiling hot with hate !" 

However, he exeused him then, 

And drank his nectar all alone, 
As he in regal majesty 

Sat on his smoking red-hot throne, 
The imps flew 'round in gleeful trim, 

And stirr'd each kettle, pot and pan. 
In which old Pluto bad prepared 

Such broils and stewa for fallen man. 

And so the matter stood between. 

The fiendish twain — ^both satiafled 
That each would do all that bo could, 

The happy Union to divide — 
"Where dwelt in peace, the worthy sons 

Of patriot sires — all joined as one. 
Whom God had blest with every good. 

That could be found beneath the sun I 



But He whose gaze pervades e'en hell. 

Had eeen and hoard all that there 
And said — " Though you may triumph 

Good shall prevail with man at last I' 
Old Pluto heard tho mighty voice, 

Which shook all hell, c'cn to its base 
And as Mars fled to shun the wrath, 

The Devil fell and hid his face ! 
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Thus years rolled by— old Pluto worked, 

Now c[uito recovered from his fright, 
And Mara — his hand just to keep in — 

Had now and then a gentle fight j 
"While Peace, all watchful for man's good, 

Marked sadly the dread work of War, 
And by her counsels to the wise, 

Kept carnage from sweet Freedom's door. 

This was what Pluto m.ost desired, 

For thus ho hoped to lull to sleep 
The power, which had eo faithful prov'd, 

And thus such slooplces guard could keep ; 
In this he was not far from right. 

For Peace, though faithful to her trust, 
T^ow found her sons began to think. 

The sword too long had hung in rust. 

This she by every means did strive 

To banish from their hearts and ken, 
Bv pleading, and by counsel wise 

Through the great minds of worthy men ; 
But all in vain — old Pluto, be, 

With jraps, a host, were still at work. 
They made all eloquence as gall. 

And turned the pen intfl a dirk I 

"With which they dealt such fatal blows, 

Directed by old Pluto's band. 
Through the wild passions of the heart, 

Deep in the vitals of the land ! 
That 'raong men wild discussion rose. 

Then discord from disenesion came, 
'Till soon a throe of anguish deep 

Swept thro' the land — a hell-like flame. 
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Peace held aloft lier pleading hand, 

And called on man to stay his rago, 
And told how fierce would be the storm, 

If they in strife should e'er engage ; 
But all in vain, old Pluto, he, 

Had proved too cunning and too wise, 
The imps thoy too — meant all they did, 

And with vile hate obscured man's eyes. 

The Press it team'd with wrath and gall. 

And Bcatter'd o'er the happy land, 
Such thoughts as only come from hell, 

Stteh words as issue from the damn'd ! 
The Church perverted then bocamo, 

And men in robes cleric arrayed. 
Held forth on politics, and thus 

The souls of their meek flocks betray'd ! 

The Ministers of Justice, too. 

Forgot the culprit to descend 
Upon the floor, that they might thus, 

Some point in politics defend t 
Till soon mankind with one accord, 

Led on by Press, by Church, by State, 
Plunged in the flood of strife and woe. 

And dared the wrath of &od, and fate 1 

The Halls of State reel'd 'neatb the shock. 

Which wrathful swept from shore to shore, 
The Temple where sweet Freedom dwelt 

"Was rent in twain I — could hell do more f 
Do more ? Alas ! the end's not yet ! 

And who can now tho cause defend ? 
Jfone else than God, who hath declared. 

That lie himself will shape the end t' 

J. Heney Hatward. 
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THE PAIL OF OUE FLAG. 

AT THE SURHENDER OP FORT SUMTEB, 
APKiL 13th, '61. 

UNniEL our banner, upon the ramparts high ! 

Where Columbia's foes may descry it ; 
The " Stars aad the Stripes" we now awear to defend, 

Though thoy in perfidy defy it : 
The shouts of the rebels may fall on our ears, 

The eannon their thunder may rattle, 
But, while God is with ue, its stare still shall shine, 

In triumph throughout every battle I 

Its bright folds shall be, o'er land and o'er sea, 

By us e'er sustained and defended; 
The balla of the rebels must pierce oar true hearts, 

H re the Flag of Fort Sumter is rended ! 

Unfurl our banner, upon the ramparts high ! 

Though hunger and thirst may torment us ; 
The vile foe may threaten, but we still shall hope, 

That relief will e'er long be sent ua : 
We ask not the comforts, nor pleasures of home, 

Our lives to our country we tender. 
So long aa we have but the strength to contend, 

Our Flag we will never surrender ! 

Its bright folds shall be, o'er land and o'er sea, 

By us e'er sustained and defended; 
The balls of the rebels must pierce our true hearts, 

E re the Flag of Fort Sumter is rended ! 
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Unfurl our Banner, upon the ramparts high 1 

The base traitors' guna thunder 'round us, 
The balla crush our wall — the shells burst in. air — 

And with fioree destruction surround ua ! 
See ! — see ! in our midst, 'mid the terrors of strife, 

New horrors of war gleam before ua, 
The Fort is on fire ;-— the magazine explodes 1 — 

Still our Flag in triumph waves o'er us. 

Its bright folds shall be o'er land and o'er aea, 

By us o'er auatained and defended; 
The balls of the rebels muatpioree our true hearts, 

E re the Flag of Fort Sumter is rendedl 

Unfurl our Banner, upon the ramparts high; 

"Vfe swear that no hand o'er shall humble 
The Flag of our Country, by hauling it down, 

Thongh Sumter in ruins may crumble ! 
Oh I see, eomradea, see, our oath is made good, 

God Bpcaks — tho' our sad hearts arc grieving,—. 
A chance ball has stricken our Flag to the earth, 

Secure it ! — we will take it on leaving ! 

Its bright folds shall be o'er land and o'er sea, 
By us e'er sustained and defended; 

The balls of the Rebels must pierce' our true hearts,. 
E re the Flag of Fort Sumter is rended ! 

J. HENEY HAYWARD. 
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TO AEMS ! TO ARMS ! 



r-I'IVB THOUSAND YOLUMTBEKS. 
APRIL 15Tn, '61. 

" To ARMS ! — to arms !" — the call resounds, 

In startling tonea throughout the land, 
In grief, sweet Peace lays down the scytho , 

To graap again War's bloody hand ! 
Where once our Flag in glory waved, 

Dark battle-clouds bedim the sky; 
Oh ! ye, who would have freedom live, 

JFor her, mnst now prepare to die ! 
" To arms ! — to arms !" — the sound prolong, 

'Till it resounds from shoi-e to shore; 
Haste aU, who would have freedom live, 

And grasp the sword, tiU strife is o'er ! 

" To arms ! — ^to arms !" — oh ! gentle Peace, 

Shall we no more thy pleasures know, 
"When still'd shall be all sounds of strife. 

And brothers' blood no longer flow ? 
No ! not tin we the rebels crush, 

And, " TJnion as it was," restore, 
Shall wo invoke thy smile sweet Peace, 

Or lay aside the blade of war! 
"To arms ! — to arms !" — the sound prolong, 

'Till it resounds from shore to shore; 
Haste all, who would have freedom live, 

And grasp the sword, till strife is o'er ! 

J HENRY HAYWARD. 
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THE EBVBILLB. 



THE MAHCH OP THE IST BEGIMBNT FOR "WASHINGTON, 
ATftlL ITth, '61. 

Hark 1 1 hear the tramp of thousands, 

And of armed men the hum — 

Lo ! a nation's hosts fiave gathor'd 

'EoHiid tho quick alarming drum, 

Saying, "Come, 

Freemen, come, 

Ere your heritage be ^yaetedI" 

Said the quick alarming drum. 

"Let me of my heart take counsel — 

"War ie not of life the sum; 
Who shall stay and reap tho harvest 
When tho autumn days shall como?' 
But the drum 
Echoed, " Come ! 
Death shall reap the hraver harvest I " 
Said the solemn sounding drum. 

" But when won the coming battle, 

What of profit springs therefrom? 
What if conquest, suhjugation, 
Even greater iUa become !"' 
But tho drum 
Answered, "Come! 
You muat do the sum to prove it I" 
Said the Union answering drum. 
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",Wliat if mid the cannons' thunder, 
"Whistling shot and bursting bomb, 
When my brothers fall around me, 

Should my heart grow cold and numb?" 
But the drum 
Answered, " Come ! 
Better there in death united, 
Than in life a recreant ! Come!" 

Thus they answered — ^hoping, fearing — 

Some in faith, and doubting some— 

'Till a trumpet voice, proclaiming. 

Said, " My chosen people, come !" 

Then the drum, 

Lo ! was dumb, 

For the great heart of the nation, 

Throbbing answered, " Lord, we come !". 

T. B, HABT. 



THE AESBNAL. 

THE DESTRUCTION OE THE WOBK AT HARPEE's FE 
APRIL 19th, '61. 

This is the Arsenal. From floor to ceiling. 
Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms : 

But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing 
Startles the villagers with strange alarms. 
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Ah ! what a sound will rise, how wild and dreary, 
When the death-angel touches these swift keys I 

What loud lament and dismal Mieerere 
Will mingle with their awful symphonies! 

I hear e'en now the infinite fierce chorus, 
The cries of agony, the endless groan, 

Which through the ages that have gone hoforo ua, 
In loud reverberations reach our own. 

The tumult of each sacked and hurning village; 

The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns; 
The soldiers' revel in the midst of pillage; 

The wail of famine in beleaguered towns; 

The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched asunder, 
The rattling musketry, the clashing blade; 

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder, 
The diapason of the cannonade. 

Were half the power that fills the earth with terror, 
Werehalf the wealth beetow'd on camps and courts, 

Giv'n to redeem the human mind from error, 
There wore no need ot arsenals or forts. 

The warrior's name would be a name abhorred! 

And every nation that should lift again 
Its hand against a brother, on its forehead 

Wonld wear forevermoro the curse of Cain. 

Down the dark future, through long generations. 
The echoing sounds grow fainter, and then cease; 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 
I hear once more the voice of Christ say "Peace!" 
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Peace! and no longer from ita trazen portals 
The blast of war's great organ shakos the skies! 

But beautiful aa songs of the immortals, 
The holy melodiea of love arise. 

H. W. LONGFELLOW, 



VAINLY I WAIT FOE THEE. 



APEiL 16tii, '61. 
I AM waiting, sadly waiting, 

'Neath the tryeting tree — 
Waiting for thy welcome footsteps, 

And thy smile of love for me. 
Evening shadows fast are falling, 

Night comes on apace, 
Vainly through tbo dusk I'm peering. 

Thy doar form to trace. 

Never more shall I behold thee, 

Jjow in death thou'rt lain. 
On the battle-field so gory, 

'Fov thy country slain. 
Erom mine eyes the tears arc falling — 

Bitter tears of grief and pain, 
But methinks thy sweet voice whispers, 

''Cheer thee, love, we'll meet again." 

IIELENB OSGOOD. 
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THE MAETYRED THEBE. 

THE MAECH 10 THE ( 



Our mother, Massachusetts, 

Hath sons of valiant mould — 
Bright-eyed and gentle-featured, 

Strong-limbed and stalwart-souled ! 
"Within her lap she holds them — 

Her lap of fruitful soil; 
And, bosomed on her fragrant hills, 

They drink the milk of toil. 

And BO they wax to maahness, 

By hroad of freedom nurs'd; 
And so they love all lands ahove. 

Old Massaehuaetts first ! 
One day, through all the nation — 

Prom hlne Potomac's stream 
To woods of far Aroostook, 

There flash'd a lightning gleam : 

In scrolls of fire electric 
The battle- word went forth — 

Like burning brand from hand to hand. 
Through ail the loyal North : 

" The Capitol's in danger ! — 
So every soul rehears'd, 

And paes'd the brand from hand to hand- 
Old Massachusetts first ! 
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Then out from all the hill-paths, 

And up from every wold, 
The sturdy yeomen muster'd 

Like minute-men of old : 
From all the marts of merchants, 

And all the fields of toil; 
And left the iron at the forge, 

The ploughshare in the soil ! 

And down to eavo the Capitol, 

In gallant haato they burst — 
From hill and glen, like minute-men, 

And Massachusetts first! 
Prom old Tieonderoga, 

And Jlohawk's storied gorge — 
Prom Bunker Hill and Monmouth, 

And ico-bound Valley Forge ; 

As bread and wine to strengthen sonia, 

Ye draw from sacred pyx, 
80 draw wc from our battle-fields. 

The strength of 'Seventy-six 1 
And then, to savo the Capitol, 

From treason's power accurst. 
With war-liko throes the States arose — 

Old Massachusetts first ! 

The Nineteenth Day of April ! 

O day remember well ! 
The greybeards and the schoolboys 

Ita hallow'd legends tell ; 
How four-score years and six have gone, 

Since Freedom's snow white bud, 
New blossoming then from heroes' hearts, 

Grew red with priceless blood : 
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At Lexington and Concord — 

When Freedom's flower out-burst, 
"With fragrance bland to fill the land — 

Old Maesachuaetts firat ! 
The Nineteenth Day of April ! 

How thrilled our loyal land, 
When raarcLed tho Union soldiers 

O'er SnecLaehanna's strand : 

When Treason's steel was lifted, 

By dark Patapseo's flood. 
And Maryland's Magnolia white 

Grew red with martyr's blood I 
The old, old strife of freedom 

With freedom's foes reversed 
Alike the day, alike the fray — 

Old Massachusetts first ! 

All silently, all manfully, 

Beside the road we form'd : 
Around us gathering, wolf-like, 

The howling traitors swarm'd : 
To left and right still mustering, 

Witb swift and fierce attacks. 
They taunted us, and spat on HS, 

And smote us at our backs I 

But on we march' d, unfaltering, 
Nor answer'd, while they curs'd. 

With yells of hate, each loyal State- 
Old Massachusetts first ! 

Before ua, o'er the paYements, 
They trailed the Union flag, 

And flaunted in our faces 
Secession's hateful rag. 
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Our blood grow liot, Jiko flame — 
And one brave man, with daring hand. 

Struck down the thing of shame I 
And then we grasp'd our rifles 

And dared them to their worst — 
And 60 we bore through Baltimore — 

Old Massachusetts first ! 

Prom gateways and from houae-topa 

Their iron rain they cast ;■ 
"With coward shots from easoments. 

They pierced us as we pass'd ; 
Then sank our youngest comrade — 

All torn with cruel scars — 
And raised aloft his bleeding hands, 

And hailed the Union stars ! 

" AU haQ ! the Stars and Stripes ! " he cried ; 

And thus his bold heart burst ; 
And thus wo gave our soldiers bravo — 

Old Massachusetts first ! 
Our Mother, Massachusetts ! 

She bears no craven sons ; 
Through heroes and through martyrs 

Her life-blood freely runs ! 

And when, from dark Patapseo, 

The death-news swiftly sped, 
" Bring back," she said, " my loyal ones — 

Bear tenderly my dead 1 " 
And then, with shrouded flags and drums, 

And soldiers' arms revers'd. 
To glory's bed wo bore the dead — 

Old MaesachusBctts first ! 
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On headlands of Kew England, 

The strong Atlantic breaks ; 
And swiftly stride the whirlwinda 

O'er stormy Northern lakes; 
And grandly roll the rivers 

Through Western vales and hills j 
But stronger — swifter — grander far, 

Is Pbbedom — when she wills 1 

And wheresoe'er her trumpet 
Shall sound, with lofty burst, 

You'll find in camp, with loyal tramp, 
Qld Massachusetts first ! 

A. J. H. nUGANNB. 



NOT YET. 



DESTRUCTION or THE GOSrOUT NAVY YARD, 

APBiL 20th, '61. 
O conNTBY, marvel of the earth ! 

O realm to sudden greatness grown ! 
The age that gloried in thy birth. 

Shall it behold thee overthrown ? 
Shall traitors lay that greatness low 1 
No, Land of Hopo and Blessing, Ko ! 

And we who wear thy glorious name, 
Shall we, like cravens, stand apart, 

"When those whom thou haat trusted aim 
The death-blow at thy generous heart ? 

Forth goes the battle-cry, and lo ! 

Hosts rise in harness, shouting. No ! 
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And they who founded in our land 
The power, that rules from sea to eea, 

Bled they in vain, or vainly planned 
To leave their country great and free? 

Their sleeping ashes, from below, 

Bond up the tknlling marmur, No ! 

Knit they the gentle ties which long 
These sister; States were proud to wear. 

And forged the kindly links so strong, 
For idle hands in sport to tear — 

Pop acornfnl hands aside to throw? 

No, by our fathers' memory, No ! 

Our humming marts, onr iron ways, 

Our wind-toBsed w^oods on mountain creat. 

The hoarse Atlantic, with his bays. 
The calm, broad Ocean of the "West. 

And Mississippi's torrent flow, 

And loud Niagara, answer. No ! 

Not yet the hour is nigh, when they 
"Who deep in Eld's dim twilight sit, 

Earth's ancient kings, shall rise and say : 
" Proud country, welcome to the pit ! ' 

So soon art thou, like ns, brought low ?" 

No, sullen group of shadows, No ! 

For now, behold, the arm that gave, 

The vict'iy in our fathers' day. 
Strong, as of old, to guard and save — 

That mighty arm which none can stay — 
On clouds ahove and fields below, 
Writes, in men's sight, the answer. No ! 

! BRYANT. 
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"UNIOH" ASD "DISUNION." 

DECIARATIOS OS WAR BY THE CONFEDERATE STATES 
MAY 4th, '61. 

Hail, chivalrio brothers of the South, 

And ye of each Northern State give ear; 

List to the voice from Reason's mouth — 
The day of yonr destiny draws near ! 

Aye, it draws near, 'mid discord and din — 

The offspring base, of all human sin I 

Ah! where in the world has fied your love 
Of Freedom and Truth, that formed the tie 

"Which long has held you above the sway 
Of liaee Political Insanity ? 

Corruption's pow'r in Church, and in State. 

Oh ! my loved country — what Is thy fate ? 

Say, whoro is the hope of eire and eon, 

As wounded to death, they laid them down, 

While fighting for cause so nobly won, 

On which you, their sons, presume to frown; 

Presume to frown on, when you declare 

"Freedom all sham I" and "the Union air!" 

"Where, now, is the cry of babe and wife 
Mother, and sister, in lieart-felt grief. 

Mourning the work of musket and knife 
And calling on G-od to give relief? 

To give relief, which you now deride. 

Ye senseless sons of foUy and pride ! 
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"Where, now, ia the tramp of Despot's heel, 
That once left ita imprint on your aod ? 

Are you ready, now, to smirk and kneel 
To some Potentate, instead of G-od ? 

Instead of G-od, for snch is the fate 

Of those whose laws are discord and hato. 

Ah ! where is the hallow'd memory 
OfWashington's worth, and Henry's zeal? 

Has it, with them, sped to eternity. 

And left you now hiind to woe or weal ? 

To woe or weal — to honor and fame ; 

Ah ! hrothers now pause, "Where is yonr shamo ? 

Say — where is that Scroli^ held in such awe. 
Your fore&thers' gift — bearing their seal ? 

Is it atill sacred as it was of yore 1 

Or press'd, like dead leaves, 'neath your base heel, 

Press'd, like dead leavca, when summer haa fled. 

And laid all its joys on the gravoa of the dead! 

And where are the words of truth and light 
Left by our grand-sires to guide the way 

To the goal of peace, of glory, and might, 
Thro' darkness and atorm, to calm and day ? 

The calm and day, auch as Freemen know, 

When brotherly love thro' their systems flow. 

Ah ! where is the acorn that fluahed each brow, 
"When statesmen and sage first hreathod the tho't 

That you would prove faithless to the vow 
Of Union and Freedom, ao dearly bought ? 

Too dearly bought — which heaven forcfcnd, 

When strife is its Alpha, and woe its End ! 
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And where is the fire that lit each eye 
As star after star rose to your gaze, 

In that cluster bright, spread out in the sky. 
And dazaled all earth with its mighty blaze? 

Has it vanished, as does the light'ning'e flash, 

To he felt, anon, in the bolt's sharp crash f 

Por such is the end, if you but dare 

To draw the first stono from the Arch of State, 
'Twill crumble and fall — a thing of air — 

Precedent, too oft, shapes human fate. 
Shall history's page your dishonor toll ? 
And woo fill the land, as sin fiils hell ? . 

Do you know that the eye of God is bent. 
As that of the world, on this spot of dust, 

"Watching each movement with gaze intent, 
To prononneo and hear the verdict jnst ? 

Say, will you prove true to God and State ? 

Oh ! my loved country — ^what is thy fate ? 

J-. HEKEY HAYWAHD. 
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"ALL'S WELL." 



first union offensive operation at sewell s toint. 
May ISth, '61. 

Midnight upon the placid stream, 

All nature seems at reat; 
The silver moonbeams lightly beam 

Upon the harbor's breast. 
But hark, from yondor ship a sound 
Disturbs the silence reigning 'round ; 
It is the frigate's midnight boll, 
And watch proclaiming " All's well!" 

" All's wcU!" — ^the lonely watchman's cry 

Succeeds the stroke of midnight bell; 
The ship ia aafc — no foe is nigh ! 

The hour is peaceful — " All's well ! " 

" All's well ! " Then rest in peace, bravo crew, 

In port now safe at last ; 
The fearful sconce you've battled thro' 

Are naught, for danger's past ! 
The noble ship secure doth ride 
Upon the harbor's mirror'd tide, 
Far from old ocean's restless swell. 
Sleep on, brave crew, for " All's well ! " 

" All's well," — the lonely watchman's cry 

Succeeds the stroke of midnight bell j 
The ship is safe — ^no foe is nigh 1 
The hour is peacefid — " All's -well!" 
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" God of our Fathers," speed the day 

When the fierce storm shall cease, 

And bring our Ship of State, wo pray, 

Safe to the Bay of Peaee. 
Soon may wo hear the watchman'a voice 
Proclaiming to the world, " Rejoice ! " 
Wide let the welcome tidings swell — 
Freedom hath triumphed — " All's well 1 " 

" All's well I " — ^the lonely watchman's cry 

Succeeds the stroke of midnight bell ; 
The ship is safe — no foe is nigh ! 
The hour la peaceful — " All's well ! " 

J. GORDON EMMONS- 



"ONLY OKE." 

UNION ADVANCE INTO AIJIXANDBIA. 
MAY 24th, '61. 

The dark night is ended, the skirmish is done, 
Of wounded there is none, our dead, only one, 
Lies out 'neath the stars in mute grandeur alone, 

Where tho moonlight falls 'round him, 
And the rustling leaves, lilie a spirit's low tone, 

Are his requiem sounding. 

No songs 'round the fire, no laughing word said; 
There's a hush in tho camp, the sentry's firm tread 
Falls softened and low as it passes the dead. 

Id calm slumber lying, 
With pure, holy light streaming o'er his young head, 

Death's shadows defying. 
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That head, which so proudly was lifted this morn 

At the signal of dangei- — the note of alarm, 

Now broken and bow'd'noath the weight of the storm 

That was over it sweeping. 
The battle ia ended — the foe are all gone, 

This memorial leaving. 

" Only one on our aide i l3sa counted slight ; 
But 1 think, as I gazo on this pale brow to-night, 
"What kisses have prtiged theao lipi, now so white, 

What hearts wild and bieikmg, 
Would give years of life to stind by my aide, 

This farewell taking. 

I think somewhere 'neath those same starlit skies 
There'a a home that ia dark for the light in these eyes ; 
And some sigh, mayhap, breath'd for him,while he lies 

Here, so peacefully sleeping ; 
Never dreaming of home, or of love's tender ties, 

For no glory wreath seeking. 

Beyond tears, and prayers, and love's winning tone, 
A deep voice has called him— he hoard, and is gone. 
Past sentries and guards, to that glorious Throne, 

Far " over the river," 
Where the voices of battle and war are unknown. 

And peace reigns forever. 

Ilia low grave is made, and the muftted druma beat ; 
We will bear bim forthnow, with slow, mournful feet. 
To the place of his rest, and then leave him to sleep 

With the Bod for his pillow — 
It is only one grave, but, alaa ! it is deep, 

And some life-path 'twill shadow. 

ELETTA. 
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THE SQUADEOW IS FORMmCf. 



SKIRMISH AT FAIRFAX COURT HOUSE, 
MAY 31ST, '61. 

The Squadron is forming, the war-bugles play, 
To saddle brave comrados, etout hearts for a fray I 
Onr captain is niountcd — strike spurs, and away 1 

Jio breozo shakes the blossoms, or tosses the grain ; 
But the wind of our speed floats the galloper's mane. 
As he feels the bold rider's firm hand on the rein. 

Lo ! dim in the starKght their whito tents appear 1 
Ride softly ! ride slowly ! the onset is near ! 
More slowly! more softly I the sentry may hear ! 

Now fail on tho rebel— a tempest of flame ! 

Strike down the false banner whose triumph is shame ! 

Strike, strike for the tnie flag, for freedom and fame ! 

Hurrah ! sheath your swords I the carnage is done, 

All red with our valor, we welcome the sun. 

Up, up with the stars ! we have won ! we have won 1 

But still on the field onr brave comrade lies, 
Alt wounded and bleeding — see now ho dies ! 
While still for tho " Union forever" he cries ! 

Take him up gently— for hie work is done, 
The debt he has paid let none of iiB shun ! 
For he hath both freedom and victory won ! 

AKONTMOUS. 
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"THE CEOSS BEGINS TO BEND." 

FIGHT OP THE HARRIET LANE AT PIG POINT BATTERY. 
JUNE 6th, '61. 

" Midnight is past — the Croas begins to bond !" 
So sings the eailor on the Southern seas, 

Longing for darkness and the night to end. 
And letting such old signs his fancy pleaee ! 

The night-watch, that began in storm and gloom, 
Wearied hie soul— its dull hours dragging by — 

He smiles in seeing black clouds lift — make room, 
For this sweet writing of the stars, on high I 

And so I think, as through all our ranka to-day, 

Look answers look, and friend speaks inlck to friend 
Soldier to soldier, brother to brother, say, 

" Midnight is past — the Cross begins to bend !" 

Ay, ringing bells, throughout this summer air, 
With all their happy tide of music, blend. 

The voice and blessing — of our dead, who share 
"With ua this joy — " Tke Cross her/ins to bend !" 

ANONYMOUS. 
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M T H E E O . 

AT THE BATTLE OF lim BETHEL, 

JUNE 10th, '61. 

The Land of fate has written out 

Strange things upon my map of time, 

And many are the eyes that read 
Its lines of mingled woe and crime. 

Sometimes I draw the veil aaide 

That ahuta me from the buried past, 

And wander o'er its barren fields 
At last, at last ! 

One picture has a ten-fold power — 
'Tis graven with a mighty pen : 

A plume torn from an eagle's wing, 
Dipped in the warmest blood of men 1 

A battle field with reeking sod, 
"With stars and stripes and bugle's blast, 

And brave men fleeing from a foe. 
At last, at last. 

The meadow grass was low and green, 
The primrose drooped upon its stem; 

The sky was calm, the ground was strewn 
With sweet wild stars of Bethlehem. 

And on that soil my hero fell. 
Amid the carnage raging fast, 

Those w-ithered blossoms drank his blood, 
At last, at last. 



Hcssdb, Google 



Oe THE WAE. 53 

They told me thia, they said m death 

Hie pale lips breathed a loved one's name, 

And bleeeed the cause for which he died, 
The cause he neyer brought to shame. 

The words came sweeping o'er my soul 
Like Bome mad river rushing past, 

Only to drown my living dreams, 
At last, at last. 

They told me this at eventide, 
But morning never dawned for me : 

Can sunlight dance upon my brow, 
And even wake one smile, when he 

Is lying 'neath a starry sky, 

With battle sods above him east ? 

A hero in a nameleas grave. 
At last, at last 

I whisper low when fevered winds 
Beat mockingly around my cheek ; 

My hero ! who in all the world 

"Will know the name I dare not speak ? 

None, none ! the veil swings slowly back, 
And shuts me from the gloomy past ; 

I turn away and weep alone, 
At last, at last, 

EMMA EQGLESON. 
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ITOW FOB THE UNION. 

THE ENGAGEMENT AT EOMNEY, YA. 

JUNK 12th, '61. 
A CHEER now for the Union, 

The shrine of liberty — 
The birthplace of dear freedom, 

"Where all may eq_ual be, 
We'll gather 'round the altar, 

Bear'd by a nation's hand, 
And swear to pause nor falter, tiU — 
Nor falter, tiU , 

We save our native land. 

A 6/010 now for the Union, 

Ho traitor shall divide ; 
Pop it we'll crush the rebels 

And all the world beside. 
In the fight for its salvation 

Fierce death our fathers braved ; 
Can we do leas than conijiier, that — 
Than conquer, that 

The Union may be saved. 

A prayer now for the Union, 

From wives and sisters dear — 
liVom children and from mothers, 

Which God above may hear — 
A prayer while wo do battle 

For those who fighting fall — 
Aprayer now for the Union, and — 
The Union, and 

For freedom and for all. 

J. HENRY HAYWARD. 
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DO THEY MISS ME? 



JUNE Htf, '61. 

Do THEY miaa me at home, do they misB mc to-night, 
When parlors are lighted and faces are bright; 
While treacherous winds, ever ready for ill, 
Make raids on the fiowera that grow on the hill ? 

Do they think of the absent, while pattering rain 
Beats the startling long-roll on the tall window-pane; 
While the gunboats of nature are shelling the air. 
Do they wish that dear Willie was homo from the war? 

There's Prankie, and Katie, and Belle in their glee, 
Playing " puss in the eomer," do they think of nxe ? 
Do they wish that big brother could lay down hi8 gun, 
And not be a soldier-boy, " only for fan 7" 

Then there's sister Carrie, with dark waving hair; 
With laughing blue eyes, and with features so fair; 
She is old enough now, and — gracious ! who knows 
But what she's already a dozen of beaux? 
As she sits by the window, so pensive and still, 
AndthiuksofhcrloTer3,doess/(ethinkof" poor Will?" 

And there is my mother in the old rocking-chair. 
Those eyes are yet sparkling, that face is still fair; 
Though her hair has been frosted for many a day, 
The yoTith of her heart has not faded away; 
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Ab she watches tho little ones, Ml of their joy, 
Does she think of "Willie — ^her "brave soldier-boy?" 
There, too, ia my father; his eummoT has fled, 
And the enow-flakeaof winter have silvered his head; 
Full naany a furrow on hia cheek may be seen, 
"Where the rndo hand of sickness and sorrow has been. 
To-night, ere they slumber, when all bond the knee, 
And he prays for God's blessing, will he think of me? 



UP AND AT THEM. 



AT THE ENGAGEMENT AT BOONVILLB, MO., 

JUNE 18th, 1861. 

"Up and at them once again I 
J'reemen, up ! the way is plain, 
At the traitors once again ! 
Let no brief reverses daunt us; 

Let no craven fears assail ; 
Treason's banner now may taunt us 

In the fierce but fleeting gale: 
But tho time agam will come, 

When again that flag shall cower; 
And the boasting voice be dumb, 

Shouting now its little hour ! 
"Up and at them. Freemen, then, the way is plain ; 
At the traitors once again ! 
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Up and at them once again ! 
Madmen ! fierce though ye drain 
War's red chalice, it is vain 1 
Never shall ye rend asunder 

Freedom's flag of stripes and stars j — ■ 
Freedom guards it with her thunder; 

Down ■will smite your thing of bars ; 
Down your wretched counterfeit ! 

In her roused and sacred rage 
She will tear and trample it ! 

Holy \B the war we wage ! 
Up and at them, Freemen, then, the way is plain ; 
At the traitors once again ! 

Up and at them once again, 
Though our blood he abed bke rain. 
At the traitors once again I 
By our Nation's ancient story, 

By the deeds of other days, 
By our hope of future glory, 

By the deep disdain or praiao . 
That our action now awaita, 

As wo yield or dare the strife; 
Let us, through all adverse fates. 

Swear to guard the Nation'a life ! 
Up and at them. Freemen, then, the way ia plain ; 
At the traitors once again ! 

ALFRED STUEET. 
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THE NOBLE DEAD. 

SKIRMISH AT COLE, MO. 

JUNE 18th, 'CI. 



Weep, mortals, weep ; 
"With sadly eorroTiYing hearts bow low the head, 
The Bolemn dirge sounds for the noble dead, 
A hero's spirit, pure unstained, has fled ; 

Ho slumbers deep, 
But angolfl o'er hie form their whlto "wiuga spread 

And bright watch keep. 

Unsullied, brave, 
The soul of truth, for truth he nobly fought, 
M"or lived to see that revolution wrought, 
That on his country's name dishonor brought; 

Ho strove to save, 
And nobly dying with his life's blood bought, 

A hero's grave. 

O sacred spot, 
Where mouldering lies a patriot's earthly frame, 
Who jnatly lived, and dying loaves no shame 
To aoil the brightness of a noble name 

Not soon forgot. 
But graven on the spotless roll of famo. 

Without a blot. 
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THE REBEL'S DOOM. 

SKIRMISH AT Edward's perky, va., 
JUNE 18th, 'CI. 

As the cohorts of Pharaoli,o'crwhe]mcdbythowave, 
All uncoffined were hurled to a fathomless grave, 
So the red tide of vengeance teri'ifie shall flow, 
'Till the ranks of the Southron lie pallid below I 
Tho' their warriors are marshalled with fire in each eye, 
Not a stone in the future shall point where they lie, 
For their bones ahali ne'er know the repose of a tomb ; 
Thattheywerewillheknownby the page of their doom 
Which ftll dreadful shall frown in the blackness of wrath 
As a warning to those who'd pursue the same path, 
For 'twill tell how the children of Judas were horn, 
And grew np in the brightness of Liberty's mora j 
But, as Satan once walked in the gardens of light, 
And did homage to God, in the pure garments of white; 
And bursting from power raised the standard of Holl, 
And a prison of fire yawned beneath as he fell r — 
So these demons of earth, whose insatiate lust. 
Made them false to their God, and earth's holiest trust. 
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'TIS GROWING VERY DARK, MOTHER. 

EKIEMISH AT rATTERSON'S CREEK, VA., 

JUNE 26th, '61. 

'Tis growing very dark, mother, 

I cannot see tlio light, 
The Bnn behind the purple hills 

Has sunk too soon to-night. 
The gathering gloom falls like a veil, 

I cannot see the stars, 
I cannot seo our floating Bag, 

With its white and crimson bars. 

'TiB growing very dark, mother, 

I cannot see your face, 
Yet I know that you are kneeling 

In your old familiar place ; 
And the low tones of your voice, mother, 

Come through the dark'ning air. 
As you bow beside my vacant bed, 

And pray your evening prayer. 

'Tis growing very dark, mother, 

The night comes cold and still, 
I cannot see the watch-fires gleam 

On yonder tent-orown'd hiU ; 
A mist is on the river's marge, 

A haze comes o'er my sight, 
I wait in vain for day to dawn, 

And bless me with its light. 
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'Tia growing very dark, mother, 

"Would &od that you were here, 
For by the chill which o'er me eteals 

I know that death is near. 
Tet darker, darker falls the gloom, 

But there is peace within, 
Bat e're the morn you pearly gates 

"Will ope' and lot me in. 

'Tie growing very light, mother, 

I see the angel's wings ; 
No more the startling cry, " To Arms !" 

Out on the still air rings ; 
But mueie from immortal lips 

Is softly floating down. 
And One whose head a halo wears, 

Holds forth a victor's crown. 



SEND THEM HOME TENDEELY. 

ENGAGEMENT AT MATnUS' POIKT, VA 

JUNE 27th. '61. 
Send them home tenderly, 

The sleepers at rest. 
With hands meekly folded 

On each silent breast j 
Let them come back to slumber 

Beneath northern skies, 
Where true hearts may weep o'er them. 

And pray er-inc ens rise. 
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Send them home tenderly, 

The noble and true, 
Scarce gone from their hearthstones, 

Scarce whispered " Adieu," 
Gone forth for their eonntry, 

Its rights to Buatain, 
But, all bleeding and lifeless, 

Keturning again. 

Send them home tenderly, 

Our martyred and brave, 
With the stripes and stars ,romid them, 

All robed for the grave, 
Bereaved mothers shall clasp them 

In pride to their breast, 
And the good of our nation 

Shall weep where they rest. 

Send tbem homo tenderly, 

Each wound gaping wide 
Shall send myriads of voices 

Prom the dark purple tide; 
And strong hands shall bo grasping 

The bright, unsheathed sword, 
With fresh fervor to battle 

For right and the Lord. 
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"HOME THOUGHTS." 



SKIRMISH AT FALL 

JUNE SSth, '61. 

Alone upon tlie battle-field, 

The weary soldier stands, 
And mournfully surveys the scene, 

Where fought the patriot bands. 
Around upon the dreary plain, 

Lies many a mangled form, 
Whose heart that mom beat wild with joy, 

And hope so bright and warm. 

The evening stole with trembling steps. 

The eim's last pleasant ray, 
And gloomy shadows gi-un and cold, 

Shot through the twilight gi"ay; 
Imagination conjured up 

Many a glowing scene, 
And joys of by-gone happy days, 

Kept by memory green. 

Of loving friends left far behind, 

Their prayers and amilca so dear. 
The sunshine of his happy home, 

Affections silent tear. 
How soon the bravest heart's o'ercome 

By hopes and memories wild, 
For thoughts Uko these so good and pure. 

Oft make the man a child. 

FEANCIS B. MURTHi. 
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THE SOLDIEE'S BETEOTHED. 

ENGAaEMENT AT HAYNESVILLE, VA,, 
JULY 1st, '61, 

Oh ! pale, pale face I Oh, helpless hands ! 

Sweet eyes by fruitless watching wrongec 
Yet, turning ever towarda the lands 

"Where war's rod hosts aro thronged. 

She shudders when they tell the tale 
Of some great battle lost and won, 

Her sweet child-faco grows old and pale, 
Her heart falls like a stone ! 

She sees no contjnering flag unfurled, 
She hears no victory's braaen roar , 

But — a dear face which was her world — 
Perchance she'll kiss no more ! 

Even thero comos between her sight 
And the glory that they rave about; 

A pale, dead brow, and eyea whose light 
Of splendor hath gone out! 

The midnight glory of his hair, 
Where, late, her fingers like a flood 

Of moonlight wandered — lingeroing there 
Is stiff and dark — with blood! 
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She must not shriek — she nrnat not moan — 
Sho must not ring her qaivcring hands ; 

But sitting dumb and white, alone, 
Be bound with veinloss bands ! 

Because her suffering iifo enfolds 

Another dearer, feebler life ; 
In death-strong grasp her heart she holds, 

And Btilla its torturing strife. 

Last eve, they say, a field was won — 

Her eyes ask tidings of the fight ! 
But tell ber of the dead, alono. 

Who lay out in the night 1 

In mercy tell her that his name 

Is not upon that fatal list ; 
That not among the heaps of slain, 

Lie low the lips she's kissed ! 

EDWARD GLVNDON. 
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I AM STILL ALIVE AND "WELL 



JULY 1st, '61. 

Thod'rt living still, though blood-stainod war 

Is strewing our land with dead. 
And fiercely and wildly alarum afar. 
The roaring cannon and the rattling ear. 

Is filling stout hearts with dread. 

Thon'rt living still the hope of the brave, 
Thy great burning thoughts, yet true, 
And nerving the arms our country shall save, 
The' theii- bodies shall rest in the patriot's grave, 
They die for the red. white and blue ! 

Thou'rt living still, for how canst thou die 

While Liberty bides in our land ? 
You lived with her, fought for her, bearing on high 
Her banner when treason's foul legions were nigh, 

"When the strife came had e'en to hand ! 

Thou'rt living still, the thousands who fall, 

In the battle for right, shall live 
In the memory urn of their country, whose call 
Bade them leave friends, home, and their all, 

To die that freedom might life. 

Live on, then, ye heroes ! ye triumph in right ! 

Stowt hearts of oak in yoar day ! 
Tour names in our annala shall ever be bright. 
And when freedom again shall need us to fight. 

Be yoiir brave virtues our stay! 

AHOHYMOUS ' 
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WAS MY BEOTKER IN TKE BATTLE. 



BATTLE AT 1 

auLY 2d, '61. 

Tell me, tell me, weary soldier, 

Prom the mde and stirriug ware 
"Was my brother in the battle 

Where you gained those noble sears ? 
He was ever bravo and valiant, 

And I know he never fled ; 
Was bis name among the "wounded. 

Or waa numbered with the dead ? 
Was my brother in the battle, 

When the tide of war raged high ? 
Tou would know him 'mong a thousand 

By his dark and flashing eye. 

Was my brother in the battle, 

When the noble Highland host 
Were so wrongfully outnumbered 

On the Carolina coaat ? 
Did he struggle for the Union, 

'Mid the thunder and the rain, 
Till he fell among the fallen 

On a bleak Virginia plain ? 
Oh, I'm sure that he was dauntloas, 

And his courage ne'er would lag. 
While contending for the honor 

Of our dear and cherished flag. 
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Was my brother in the battle 

When the flag of Freedom came 
To the rescue of the "Union, 

And protection of our fame ? 
While the T'lect from off the waters 

Poured out terror and dismay ; 
Till the bold and erring foemen. 

Pell like leaves in autumn day. 
When the bxigle called to battle, 

And the cannon deeply roared, 
Oh, I wish I could have seen him 

Draw his sharp and glittering sword. 



THE STEU&GLE. 

SKIRMISH At fAhhington, VA. 

July 2d, '61. 

Say not, the struggle nought availeth 
The labor and the wounds are vain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 
And as things have beon they remain. 

If (hopes were dupes, fears may be liars; 

It may be, in yon smoke concealed, 
Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers, 

And, but for you, possess the field. 

And not by eastern windows only. 
When daylight cornea, comes in the light. 

In front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly, 
But Westward, look the land is bright. 

ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. 
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A NATION'S PEAYEE. 



FIRST NATIONAL CELEBRATION DURING THE WAR. 
JULY 4th, '61. 

God of our fathers, now extend 

Thy ever gracious hand, 
And graep from destruction's pow'r 

Our poor, distracted land — 
The land so blessed by Thee with all 

A nation oonid desire, 
Where like a beacon for the world 

Has burned dear Freedom's firo. 

God of our fathers, Btill the storm 

That sweeps across our shore, 
And into every throbbing heart 

The sweets of concord pour; 
Bid Thou the winds of passion stay, 

The waves of anger keep — 
No longer let tho fearful gale 

'Bound Freedom's cradle sweep, 

God of our fathers, give us light, 

Turn darkness into day, 
Let wisdom in our councils sit, 

'Mid those who would betray. 
Oh I yield them light, that they may seo 

How fearful is the Wow 
That gives a nation to despair. 

And Freedom up to woe ! 
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G-od of our fathers, He who hears 

The soul's last whisper'd prayer, 
Now listen to our people's voice, 

And take them 'neath thy care. 
Thy hand is mighty to protect. 

Thy voice the dead may wake — 
Stretch forth thy hand — oh I speak the word, 

For our dear country's sake ! 

J. HENKY IIAYWAKD, 



OH WEEP KOT MOTHER. 



JL'LY StU, '61. 

! weep not mother — weep not now, 

Though I'm going away ; 
Our country is in danger, mother — 

Her summons I obey. 
' Eemcmher that 'tis duty calls — 

There's glory to he won ; 
And fortune waits impatiently 

To crown with fame your son. 

Tou surely would not hold mo back, 

To prove a coward knave, 
And see our country rent in twain. 

While I've an arm to save. 
No ! mother, no ! that starry flag 

Must never be disgraced; 
Our swords shall have no peace or rest 

'Till ev'ry stain's effaced. 
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The XJnion muet be saved, mother, 
Cost ua what it will — 

The North, and South, and East, and West 
Shall he united still. 

Those traitors will ho curs' d, mother. 
Aye, e'en beneath the sod; 

For traitors to their country- 
Are traitors to their G-od. 

Then weep not, mother — weep not now, 

Though I now go away ; 
Our country is in danger, mother — 

Her Biimmons I obey. 
Remember that 'tie duty calls — 

There's glory to he won; 
And fortune waits impatiently 

To crown with famo your son. 

SRANCIS B. MURTHA. 
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THE SOLDIER'S MOTHEE'S THOUGHTS. 

SKIBMiaH AT BIEd's POINT, MO. 
JULY 8th, '61. 

He is twenty, I know; and boys younger than he. 
In the ranka going by every day we can sco ; 
And those Btronger and prouder, by far, I have mot, 
But I never Lave seen a young soldier yet 
"With so gallant a mein or so lofty a brow — 
■ How thesim and the wind must have darkcnedit now ! 
How he will be chang'dwhen he comes from the South , 
His beard shutting out the sweet smiles of his mouth ! 
And the tremulous beauty, the womanly grace, 
Will be bronzed from the delicate lines of his face, 
"Where of late only childhood's soft beauty I saw, 
!For he seemed like a child till he went to the war ! 

JOHN BOYD. 
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DIED, ON TUB BATTLE-FIELD, 

Seoosd ENGAQEMENT At BUCKHANNOH, va. 

JULY 10th, '61. 

Fab from his native homo ho died; 
The elaah of arma on every side, 
The roar of cannon, and the tide 

Of red blood flowing. 
Slowly the spark of life wont out, 
As rang the gallant victors' shout, 
Telling the foe were put to rout 

By his brave comrades. 

No gentle mother softly laid 

On his hot hrow her hand, or prayed 

Ae bis soul heavenward strayed — 



But as the glorious field was won, 
While rushed the conquering army on, 
As blood-red sank tho setting snn, 
Gloriously he perished. 

Around his greon and hallowed grave 
Pond friends shall sadly mourn the brave, 
Saying, " He gladly died to save 

His land from ruin." 
Over this lowly mound of his 
All that he asked or wished for is 
Graved on his narrow headstone this — 

"Died roa his Country !" 

ANONYMOUS. 
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THE HEEOE'S LAST DEBAM. 



AFTER THE BATTLE AT EICH 

. JULY 11th, '61. 
The pale moon looked down whoro the hero lay dying, 

Thro' the thin, ehad'y clouds that were ling'rmg hy 
She alone save tho wind o'er tho dreary plain sighing 

Could hear the last prayer, could see tho hrave die ; 
The conflict was past, and the vict'ry -was ended, 

And hia fond dreams of glory had vanish'd away, 
His brow w^as all pale and. with gore his locks blended. 

On the battle-fleld where hia wound'd form lay ! 

He thought of hie home, of tho scenes of hia childhood, . 

Far down in the vale where the bright waters flow — 
Of blissfal hours spent in the deep tangled wildwood, 

Ere bis young heart was fired with ambition's glow ; 
He thought of a Voice — of a soft, flowing cadence, 

And "Mother," the name from his quivering lips fell. 
As in fancy he gazed on her tear-drops at parting, 

Or felt her last kisa as she breathed a farewell. 

He tho't of a bower, with the green woodbine clinging, 

A typo of the love which his proud heart had won, 
And dark woodland path with cheerful strains ringing 

And soft voice eombin'd with the lute's molting tone 
But vain the delusion— those fairy-like fingers 

Will playfully twine his dark ringlets no more, 
Nor that voice shall he hear, tho' its music still ling'rs, 

Aud greets his lone ear on a far distant shore. 
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The viet'ry was won, but hielife's blood was ebbing — 

A crimeon stream fiow'ed o'er the once flow'ry plain; 
His spirit oneeniore the bright haunts seem'd treading 

The homestead his dim eyes could see ne'er again, 
His country was free — ^bnt life's taper was waning. 

And Death's tiirbid waters beat loud on his ear, 
In the first flush of manhood life'sfountwasdraining, 

Alone, all alono, vnth no kindred form near. 

Night's shadows were gone, the clear rosy morning 

Stooped over the battle-field, crimson with gore. 
Where the heart warm'd with glory's bright dawning 

Was cold in the bosom to throb never more. 
The young hero lay, but the warm sun was gleaming 

Upon the rude spot where his pallid cheek laid, 
No more that heart of Fame's proud laurels dreaming. 

For bis dark eye was glazed, and the hero was dead! 



AFTER THE BATTLE. 



THE VICTOKY Or BEVERLY, VA. 

JULY 12th, '61. 
High up from the plain curled the wreathing sm( 
The cannon's loud roar and the sabre stroke 
Were hushed for awhile; and the midnight air 
Was filled with the groans of the dying there. 
The daylight had fled, and the battle plain 
Ean deep with the blood of the noble slain ; 
Above, in the sky, in her sheeny light 
The ailv'ry moon rode as queen of the night. 
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The gliramoring rays of the stars sbone forth, 
Far over the plsiin from the south to the north, 
Where fierco Btniggiing armies had fought in pride. 
And tents glistened while on the green hillside. 
The wonnded now nmrmured in tones of despair, 
And kneeling heside the fond mother's ehair, 
And the plain hlushed red in the moon's bright glare; 
And bodies were heaped on the verdant sod, 
Their soula taken flight to the realms of God. 

The Jackal's loud howl, and the wolf's long bay. 
Were silenced and stilled by the dawn of the day, 
Camp-fires were smould'ring, the watches were done, 
And the hill-side was gleaming in light of the sun. 
Away from this scene in the noisy town, 
Aa the orient beams of the sun stream down. 
All active with life, and all busy with care ; 
Hot all was of joy, for stern grief had a share. 

A mother is wailing a dear son's doom, 
And Bisters are groping in gath'ring gloom. 
While hearts for loved ones are mourning the slain 
Now lying ao cold on the still battle plain. 
Young children are weeping in hopeless despair, 
And kneeling beside the fond mother's chair, 
While on bended knee, in low solemn tone, 
A prayer ascends unto God's great throne. 

" O, help us, our Father, to suffer this blow ! 
O, strengthen our hearts by this pitiless woe; 
For death has descended like flames blasting blight, 
Our day star of hope is enshrouded in night," 
In a silence like death, in their hearts inmost fane. 
A strength from their weakness, joy from their pain 
Their hearts'neaththedeath blowrose calmly and bold 
And fresh for now labor in life's dreary world, 

ANONYMOUS. 
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THE MINIATTTEE. 

AT THE BATIXK OF ST. GEORGE, VA. 

JULY ISth, '61. 

The moon througli the rack of the driving clouds, 

Like a frightened creature swept. 
As if nerved witli despair from crag to crag 

Of the driving scud she lept ; 
And the pale stars peered through the murky gloom 

At the flight of their ciueen so fair ; 
While some in their terror dropped through the void, 

Like red burning bombs in the air. 

And stern Mars ahone forth with liia hloodshot eye. 

Through the night's black driving bars, 
Presaging to earth and iier countless hoets 

Wild tumults and crimson wars. 
And the wind with its trembling fingers smote 

The leaves from the forest trees, 
While it struck the strings of its viewless harp 

To wild and weird melodies. 

But there were sights and sounds more drear by far 

Than clouds or piping blast. 
For through that field of life, from dawn till dusk, 

The grim reaper Death had passed ! 
His arm might be stiff and his sickle dull, 

From his crop of human grain, 
For the streams ran red and the meadow groaned 

With its weight of ghastly slain ! 
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The riflo, mortar, and parrot gun 

Had belehed like the firea of hell, 
And the sickle of Death moired its living swath 

With grape and the hursting shell ; 
And the charging squadrons thundering dashed 

Till they shook the moaning earth, 
And heaven in pity veiled her fair face, 

"While hell shrieked wOdly with mirth ! 

Thus from gray-eyod dawn till the dusky eve 

The battling hoeta eontended, 
Till night, o'er the scene of carnage and woe, 

In dewy tears descended ; 
When the seried hosts of friend and of foe 

Eetircd from the field of strife. 
Leaving at eve ten thoneand mangled dead 

Who at dawn were fall of life. 

The while thousands of wounded groaning lay 

In their pain and dark despair, 
And the wounded coursers plunged 'mid the dead, 

While their screams disturbed the air ; 
" Water, cool water, give me to drink, 

My blood is scorching like fire, 
Give me to drink from my own father's well — 

Drink — drink — 0, God, I expire !" 

" Alone ! alone ! on the red field of fame, 

Dear maid, I perish afar. 
But still as in life, thou ever hast been, 

In death thou art my lone star ! 
Dear Ella, this picture you gave ere we marched, 

'Tia dyed with life's crimson gore, 
'Ella, I kiss thee, 'mid darkness of death " 

He ceased— the bravo was no more. 

W. A. DEVON. 
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"LIST OP THE KILLED." 



FIGHT AT BIJNKEH HILL, VA., 

JULY 15tii, '61. 

MoTHBus -ivlio sit in dumb terror and dread, 

Holding that terrible list, 
Fearing to look lest you see 'mid the dead, 

The name of the boy yon have kissed — 
Kissed e'en as those who in anguish and pain, 

Kiss preeiou« faces of clay. 
E'en as you would had you shuddering lain. 

That dear one in grave-robes away — 

I pity you, sitting with faces so white, 

Striving to parry the blow; 
I know how that name will torture your eight, 

Can fathom tho depth of your woe. 
By the pang that has rent my desolate heart, 

By this crushing weight of despair, 
I know how you too will shudder and start, 
y that dear-loved name there. 



i know you'l! hush that passionate wail. 

Thinking of him as he lies, 
With, beautiful face uptui'nod to the sky, 

Death veiling the glorious eyes. 
Mothers' lovo triumphs. Men call women weak^- 

Ah, well, perhaps it is so ! 
I know there are tears e'en now on my cheek 

For the boy that's laying so low. 

ANONTMODS. 
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OUE UNKNOWN HEEOBS. 

ENGAGEMENT AT BLACKBURfJ FOHD, VA,, 
JULY 18th, '61. 

In the din and crash of battle, 

'Mid ita rush and deafening roar, 
There have fell ten thousand heroes — 

There will fall ten thousand more; 
And the true and loyal hearted, 

"Whose brave feet the path have trod 
That leads down to death's dark river, 

And whose souls have gone to God, 
Lie in myriad numbers, eountlese, 

And the winds their vigila keep, 
O'er the places sad and lonely, 

Where our unknown heroes sleep. 

Men who, seoming name or station, 
With a purpose strong and pure, 

Battle for the Eight, and deemed it 
Fame and honor to endure 

For their country perils deadly, 
Danger dire, by field and flood; 

Who poured out their dearest treasures- 
Life itself — their heart's best blood, 

Thinking, caring not, for glory — 
Seeking not the world's applause — ■ 

Well content to do their duty, 
Mindful only of the Cause. 
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Thick the yellow monnda are lying, 

Nameless, etoneless, and forgot ; 
With no hand to plant the willow, 

Weeping lowly o'er the spot ; 
Where the murky waters flowing, 

Clear beneath a Southern sky, 
And the bosom of calm Blackhurn, 

With blood staina doth ([uiet lie. 
The sweet Land of Peace they've entered 

On ita fair and sinlesa coasts 
They have joined the immortal armies, 

Marshaled by the Lord of Hosts. 

HaU! oh brave and noble patriots, 

With your purpose pure and high, 
In the hearts of a glad nation, 

Your great deeds shall never die, 
But glad milliona in the future, 

Sbail thy sacred memories keep. 
Of the dear though unknown places. 

Where our bravest heroes sleep. 
And when peace shall dawn upon us. 

When this carnage fierce ia done, 
When the last wild strife is ended, 

And the final victory won, 

And when brothers' hand shall be stained. 

In brothers' blood no more, 
And the awful tide of battle. 

Shall roll back from our fair shore, ' 
Then in history's burning pages, 

Which we to the world will give, 
There in never dying letters, 

Shall our unknown heroes live! 
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THE NEWS OF A DAT. 

FIRST BATTLK OP BULL RUN, VA. 
JULY 21ST, 'Gl. 

" Great battle ! Great Battle ! " tbe ncwe-boy cried, 

But it scarcely rippled the living tide 

That ebbed and flowed in the noisy street, 

"With ita throbbing heart and busy feet, 

Again through the hum of the city thrilled, 

" Great battle I Great battle I Ten thousand killed ! " 

And the little carrier hurried away 

"With the sorrowful news of that summer day. 

To a dreary room in an attic high 
Trembled the words of that small, sharp cry; 
And a lonely widow bowed her head, 
. And murmured " Willie, my Willie, is dead. 
O I feared it was not an idle dream 
That led mo last night to that dark, deep stream, 
Where the ground was wet with a crimson rain, 
And strewn all over with ghastly slain. 
The stars were dim, for the night was wild. 
But I threaded the gloom till I found my child. 
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The cold rain fell on his upturned face, 

And the swift destroyer had left no trace 

Of the sudden blow, and the qnick, sharp pain, 

But a little w^ound and a purple stain, 

I tried to speak, but my voice was gone, 

And my soul stood there in that cool, gray dawn, 

Till they rifled his body with. ruthlcBs hand, 

And covered him up with tlie reeking sand. 

"Willie, O Willie ! it seems but a day 
Since thy baby head on my bosom lay; 
Since I heard thy prattle, so soft and eweet, 
And guided the steps of thy tottering feet. 
And thou werb the fairest and last of three 
That the Father in Heaven had given to me ; 
And the life of my heart, love, hope and joy, 
Was treasored in theo, my strong, brave boyj 
And the last faint words tliat thy father said, 
Were, ' Willie wiU mind thee when I am dead,' 
But they tore the flag from thy death-cold hand. 
And covered thee up in the damp reeking sand. 

She read the names of the missing and slain ; 
But one aho road over again and again ; 
And the sad, low words that her white lips said. 
Were, ' Company 0, William Warren dead.' 
The world toiled on through the busy street. 
With its aching hearts and unresisting feet; 
The night came down to her cold hearth-stone. 
And she etill the words that her white lips said. 
Were, ' Company C, William Warren dead.' 
The light of the morning chased the gloom 
From the emberless hearth of that attic room, 
And the city's pulse throbbed again. 
But the mother's heart had forgotten its pain. 
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She had gone through the gates to the better land, 
With that terrible list in hor pale, cold hand, 
With her white lips parted, as at last she said, 
' Company 0, William Wan-en dead.' 

BAB A II T, BOLTON. 



THE SWORD AND THE PLOW. 

SKIRMISH AT HAKaiSONVILM, VA. 

JULY 25th, '61. 

The Sword came down to the red-bi'own field. 
Where the Plow to the farrow heaved and keeled 5 
And it looked so proud in its jingling gear, 
Said the Plow to the Sword — " What brings yon hctai"' 

" Long years ago, ere I was born, 

ley doubled my grandsire up one morn, 

> forgo a shire ibr you, and now 

.ley want him back," said the Sword to tlio Plow. 

.e red-brown field glowed a deeper red, 
Aa the gleam of war o'er the landscape sped ; 
The sabres flashed, the cannons roared. 
And, side by side, fought the Plow and tho Sword 

ANONYMOUS. 



Hcssdb, Google 



OS THE WAR. 



POEWAED. 

AND OCCUPATION OP FOttSTTII, MO. 
JULY 2GTII, 'CI. 



What, again! Does their insolence dare bo mucb ? 

Again for our soil do they force ua to figiit, 
Polluting our homes with its poisonoiia touch ? 

Docs treason essay bo audacious a flight? 
To the front ! to tho front with our glorious flag ! 

Our banners by thousands should gladden the air, 
The foe in our faces is flaunting hia rag 

And he comes not to sue, nor pity, nor spare. 

Our friends from the borders are flying in fear, 

Their wives and their little onea faint in the path ; 
For the foe is behind them — hia horsemen are near — . 

Thesmoke of our homesteads foreshadows hia wrath. 
Too long have we waited, too long have delayed; 

Too long has indifference palsied our hand. 
The swift steps of traitors will never be stayed, 

Till the last of tho brood is swept out of the land. 

"United once more, and in earnest at last. 

Let us drive them at once from the soil of tho free, 
Hot slacken our speed when the danger is past, 

But follow them on to tho shores of tho sea. 
Hone prate now of peace, when the foeman is near : 

The wrangling and clamour of faction are hushed 
"When treason triumphantly threatens us here. 

What peace can wo have until treason is crushed ? 
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Oh, thefl, a new oath let us solemnly swear, 

To pause not, to halt not, nor rest on the way. 
Till our flag, thro' the whole land, shall glow in the air, 

And tToason is huried forever and aye. 
Let us move as one man, with the might of the free, 

Though partisans falter and cowards deride, 
Till the traitors submit from the gulf to the sea. 

To "Union and Freedom — our glory and pride, 

EDWAED WILIET. 



AM I FORGOTTEN ? 



AFTER THE BATTLE OP DOG SPEINO, Mtl. 
AUGUST 2d 'CI, 

'Mid the clangor of arms and the clash of the hattle, 

By Tate, dearest one, is thy fortimo now cast ; 
The hiss of the shell and the musketry's rattle 

Are borne to thine ears on Wars terrible blast : 
But as with firm step, unappalled by the danger, 

Led on by the flag of the brave and the free, 
ThoutreadeBttheficldswhere pale deajbisno stranger, 

O, tell me, my love, think' st thou ever of mo ? 

And tell me, when night's dusky pennon's are waving 

Concealing the free — ^brooding over the foes — 
When the moon the red fields with her silver ia laying 

And wrapt in thy mantle thou seekest repose, 
Docst thou thro' the dim aisles of the Past ever wander 

And think of the one that's e'er thinking of thee ? 
Dost thy spirit in dreams over other days ponder, 

And are thy dreams sweeter for being of me ? 

MONROE U. CARLTON. 
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THE PICKET FOUHD MISSING.. 

StlEHENDER or PORT TILLMOBE, TEXAS. 
AUGUST 2d, '61. 

Thb news of tlie tattle was sent thro' tlie land, 
Bv'ry sentence was read and re-read again; 

And our hearts were relieved of a terrible foar, 
We found not hia name 'mong the wonnded or slain. 

Day after day wo watched for a letter. 

And coupled hie name with bright glory and fame, 
But days, weeks, and months passed swiftly away — 

'Twaa strange, very strange, yet no letter came. 

"We heard the report of the soldiers returning, 

And knew by the cheers that the heroes were near ; 

With hearts buoyed up with hope and sweet pleasure, 
"We rushed to the meeting of him that was dear. 

Thro' each column Ve searched, ev'ry visage scanned. 
Hoping, still doubting, o'ercomowith despair j 

friends mingled with friends in joyous delight — 
All soomed so happy — ^but he was not there. 

The brain 'gan to whirl, and our eyes grew dim — 
A terrible dread took the place of our glee ; 

And our hearts, too, beat mldly in anguish and pain, 
'Not wounded or slain, then where could he be ? 
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They said he was ordered on duty one night, 
The saroe ■watcb. he kept so often before ; 

And when the grand round challeng'd the picketa, alas ! 
He waa fonnd missing, and ne'er was seen more. 

Ah ! ho was tho pride and hope of our household — 
A star of bright honor waa set on his brow ; 

His snailo was liko sunshine, so pleasant and sweet — 
Oh ! where will we find the " missing one" now, 

I-RANCIS B. MURTHA. 

THE EELIBP. 



AUGUST 3d, '61. 

'Tia Night ! The Camp's in sleep profound, 

The guardsman tramps his watchful round ; 

While sentries march with shoulder'd guns, 

I'rom post to post the watch cry runs : 

" Stand 1 "Who cornea there f Pass not the line !" 

" A Friend !" " Advance with countersign 1" 

" The Union Flag !" " Pass, Friend I Good Night ! 

" Tho TTnion Flag!" Pass, Friend! Good night!" 

'Tia morn ! tho sunbeam lopea its light 

On glistening gim and bayonet bright; 

The wearied sentry treads his rounds. 

Till soon tho welcome drum resounds ! 

" Stand ? Who comos there 7 Pass not line !" 

" Grand Bounds !" " Advance, with Countersign !" 

" The Union Flag !" " Relief! All right ! 

' The Union Flag I' Belief I AU right !" 
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EETUENIN& SOLDIERS. 

RETURN OP THE THREE MONTH'S VOUJNTBEBS. 
AUG. 5th, '61, 

Warm welcome home, yo noble northern bands; 

We bid you ■welcome with our hearts and hands, 

Always our dear, but now our dearest ones, 

Our closest kindred, fathers, brothers, sons. 

Warm welcome, soldiers, howsoe'er you come, 

Whether you keep step to the stirring drnm, 

Or maimed and feeble, faltering and slow. 

Sad victims of the contest, and the foe, 

Or borne on litters with expiring breath. 

Or stretched in all the majesty of death. 

We bid yon welcome, oh, ye gallant braves. 

To happy lives or honorable graves. 

The dear survivor shall have love and fame, 

The loyal dead a conseerated name — 

Nor only now; for after years ehail tell 

The story of your deeds and triumphs well. 

The generations that are yet to bo, 

With flowing eyes, your country's flag shall see, 

Emblem of joy, pride, glory, and succeas, 

Without stripe erased, one star the less, 

As all its dazzling hues and dots expand 

From sea to sea, o'er one united land, 

Shall eannonize your memories late and long. 

Subjects of eloquence and themes of song, 

Martyrs and patriots, whose death sublime 

Have made our Union holy for all time! 

PARK BENJAMIN' 
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THE SOLDIEE'S WIDOW. 

SKIRMISH AT rOIfiT OP EOCKS, VA., 
AUG, 5th, '61. 

Wo 1 FOR my vine clad homo ! 
That it should ever be so dark to me, 
With ita bright threshold and its whiapering wee 

That it should ever come, 
Fearing the lonely echo of a tread. 
Beneath the roof-tree of my glorious dead 1 

Lead on! my orphan boy! 
Thy home ia not so desolate to thoe, 
And the low shiver ia the linden tree, 

May bring to thee a joy. 
But oh! how dark the bright home before thee, 
To her who with a joyous spirit bore thee! 

Lead on ! for thon art now 
My sole remaining helper God hath spoken, 
And the strong heart I leaned upon is broken; 

And I have seen his brow. 
The forehead of my upright one, and just. 
Trod i)j the hoof of battle to the dust. 

He will not meet thee where 
We blessed thee at the eventide, my son, 
And when the shadows of the night steal on, 

He will not call to prayer. 
The lips that melted, giving thee to God, 
Are in the icy keeping of the sod! 
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Aye, my own boy 1 thy sire 
Is witli the sleepers of the valley east, 
And the proud glory of my life haLh pass'd, 

With Hie high glance of fire. 
Wo! that the linden and the vine should bloom, 
And a just man be gathered to the tomb. 

N. p. WILLIS. 



BATTLE EVE. 

BEFORE THE BATTLE OF ATHENS, MO. 
AUGUST 5tii, '81. 

Ouit tents gleam soft in the moonlighted mist, 
The soldiera slumber as soldiers do, 

But I lie awake and look up to the stars, 
And remember my love for yoa. 

If the future ia dark, yet the past is our own, 
And fate cannot alter nor e'en subdue 

That passionate dream, and this tender regret. 
And the old fond love for yon. 

Our guns are yet warm on the fortified steep, 
To-morrow the carnage we shall renew ; 

To-morrow night I shall wake to muse 
On my old fond love for you ? 

God knows, God knows ! Ere another eve 
Yon fields must blush with ruddier dew : 

If I never come back, then one heart dies 
With an old fond love for you ? 
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MY COUNTET— I WEEP FOR THEE. 

EUEKINO 01' THE VILLAGE 01' HAMPTON, VA. 
AUGUST 8th, '61 

If ever man had cause to weep, 
Ay, weep as man — strong man — alono can weep, 
That cause is now ! Sow, may he Jjow his head, 
And ahade with trembling hand hie burning eyes. 
While down his cheek the scalding dropa of grief 
May course their way unchecked and unreprOTed 
By those whose brows serene with shame would glow, 
To own the presence of a single tear, 
If shed for cause less grevious and sad, 
Than this, o'er which shame not e'en they to woop! 

When in the gloom of Valley Forge— 
'Mid winter's chilling blast, and sleeting storm, — 
'Tis said that Washington — our nation's chief — 
Oft knelt in prayer before his people's GEod, 
And praying, wept — wept tears of voiceless woe. 
Perhaps, as Christ once kneeling, prayed and wept. 
In the seclusion of &ethsemanies shade, 
Till tears of anguish turned to tears of blood, 
So poignant was the agony he felt, 
To find tho human raeo so lost to him. 
So lost to truth, to virtue, and to God? 
Think ye ho would not weep as he then wept, 
Were he still in our midst in mortal form, — 
Thus to behold poor mankind now as lost 



Hcssdb, Google 



To reason's sway, as they then were to God? 
Think ye that "Waahington would shame to weep, 
Coald he but see — as you and I now see — 
The passing scenes and acta of life to-day! 
To seo the soil once drenched with the warm blood 
Of patriot siroa, in I'reedom's cause arrayed, 
Now wet again — not by tho blood of foes 
From foreign clime a transported hence to alay, 
But by the liquid iifo of patriot sons, 
Of auch brave sires — ay, brothers of one blood. 
Met face to face, with gleaming swords upraised, 
And glistening bayonets, in war's fierce strife. 
Directed 'gauist each other's vengeful breast ? 
Alas ! who would not weep? 

There is a time when tears 
Belong to other than a maiden's eyes : — 
When hearts, bold in the consciousness of might, 
May without shame forget their eteni manhood, 
And like a very ehOd how down and weep ! 
"Weep for a People's happiness destroyed, 
Weep for the dream of promised greatness gone, 
Weep for sweet hope departed with the day, 
Which 'mid the gloom of night will pass away, 
When Freedom's sons prove basely recreant 
To the groat Trust their sires in them reposed, 
And leave tho honored citadel of State — 
By four and thirty Pillars vast made strong, — 
Ail shatter'd by the sacrilegious hands. 
Of fiends incarnate, who despise all law, 
And tho pure altar of Fraternal Eight 
Besmeared with blood, in its defence poured out, 
While faith appalled, will disappointed frown, 
And Liberty close veil her face and weep I 
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My coantry — oh 1 I weep for thee, 
Beside the mins of thy fall I weep ! 
Nor shame I for the sacred drops thus shed ; 
Becanae each sigh is now a hitter oath. 
Each teai' a sealj which makes the'oath a bond, 
To firm restore thee to thy pristine might, ■ 
Or with thee fall ! 'Twere well to weep such tears : 
They purge the heart, and to the soul give strength, 
To do great deeds — when doeda are needed most, 
"Who loves his country therefore shame not now, 
O'er her great woes, with mc to weep ! 

J, HENRY HATWAED. 



THE HAEVEST OF DEATH. 

ATTACK ON POTOSI, MO. 
AUGUST 9tu, '61. 

All- over oiir land, oar beautiful land 

Of meadow and hill and plain, 
The golden harvests ripened stand, 

And death is reaping the grain. 

But not with the crooked hook or the scythe 

Does the reaper arm him now ; 
For a harvest so vast those tools of the past 

Would be deemed cxeoedingly " slow." 

He gleans no more for the'single stalk, 
Nor counts what the stubbles yield ; 

But he draws from above the bolts of Jove, 
And launeheH them into the field. 
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Hissing in wrath tlio red bolts fall, 

Gleaming with lurid fire ; 
And he laugha when he hears the crackling of ears 

That meet in the levin's ire. 

He etrikea not single victims now — 

'Twere a labor to great for Death ; 
For gathered afloat ia ship or in boat, 

He can blast them all at a breath — 

Or smothered below, or aloft they go. 

Dispersed in atom and shred ; 
M'importe the amount, for a sorry count 

Wonld he make of the bita of the dead. 

An ineidioiia foe is Death no more, 

But a conc[aeror, bold and frank. 
Who proudly boasts that he marshals his hosts 

And smites them rank by rank. 

He drives at the mass with a snlphuroua storm 

Of leaden and iron rain. 
And the screeching shell is the larum and knell 

To the hecatombs of slain. 

Oh ! Death is drunken with rage, and our land 
Is red with the blood of his prey : 
Not the sorrows of years nor rivera of tears 
Will wash the traces away. 

OWEN GLEKDOWER. 
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GONE TO THE WAE. 

BEFOKE THK BATTLE OF DAVIS CREEK, MO. 

AUG. 10th, '61. 

I LOOK no more with longing eyes, 
Towards the clouds in the eastern slries, 

To watch the coming day ; 
The days have no pleasure now for me, 
The beauties of earth I eannot see, 

Since Charlie went away. 

He gave a lock of his curling hair, 
To his mother and mo to wear. 

The ones who loved him best; 
Then marched away when the summona eamo, 
He said, to win a soldier's fame; — 

Our fears — a soldier'a rest. 

I see the flag now waving high; 
How many for that flag will die, 

While 'tis proudly flying? 
I hear in dreams the cannon's sound, 
I see upon the. battle ground. 

The form of Charlie lying. 

My daya are filled with anxious dreadj 
Lest I should hear my darling's dead. 

My nights, they know no rest — 
But when I see the morn is nigh, 
I strive to hush the wailing cry 

Which will not be repressed. 
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His moth.or'3 eyes aro growing dim 
Awaiting for the siglit of him, 

Her darling pride and joy. 
O, Thou who over reigns on high, 
Wilt thou not hear my earnest cry, 

G-od keep our soldier boy ? 

CAERIE C. HALLOCK. 



THE WOUNDED SOLDIEE. 

AT THE BATTLE OF GRAYTOWN, VA. 
AUGUST IStH, '61. 

I'M wounded, Effie, and they say 

I novor can get well; 
'Twas in the thickest of the fight 

That I got hurt and feU. 
It Beenia to me like ages, yet 

It's but a month to-day 
Since you promised you'd wait for me. 

Though I were years away. 

Do you remember— oh ! how well 

It all comes back to me ! — 
Our sitting in the bright moonlight, 

Beneath the maple tree ; 
When first I said I loved you, 

And told you we must part, 
For not e'en you could keep me, when 

My country had my heart. 
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I knew you did not wish it, as 

Your little iiand in mine, 
You did not try to stay mo then 

By eitlier word or sign; 
Eut trying to keep bacii the tears, 

Although a few would fall. 
You bade me truat io God, your God, 

Whatever might befall. 

But all my hright ambitious hopes 

Forever now are fled. 
The sunlight of to-morrow morn 

"Will fall upon mo dead; 
There'll be one soldier less to fight. 

One loss on earth to love, 
"But there'll be one hand to strike 

The golden harps above. 

I have a mother in the skies; 

I wonder if she'll know 
The little baby that she left 

So many years ago. 
I'm weary, Effle, and can not think : 

Let this your comfort be, 
Your love has been the brightest thing 

In all the world to me. 
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ONLY A FEW. 



THE ATTACK C 

AUGUST IGtji, '01. 

How orrEN we read in the nows of the day 
Accounts of a fight, or a skirmish, at most, 

Where a few of onr soldiers held thousands at bay, 
Or scattered like chaff a whole rebel host. 

And as onward we read the paragraph through, 
Our hearts with deep fear and anxiety filled, 

Though hotly contested an hour or two. 

We find there were only a few soldiers killed. 

Tes, " only a few" — yet how little we think 
Of the desolate homes, bereft of their light — 

Of the hearts that in sorrow and in misery sink. 
Being robbed of their hope, their pride and delight. 

How lonely and dreary thoee few homos now are. 
Though gratitude honors the glorious dead. 

Dimly indeed glory's bright star — 

Their noble and high aspirations hath fled. 



A few months ago filled with ardent d 

They shouldered the musket, and bade a goodbye; 
That glory for which every soldier aspires 

Nerved them to conquer or gloriously die. 

But, oh ! who ean console those poor mothers now, 
Those sisters, those wives, or those children so dear? 

Though a bright laurel crown encircles each brow, 
Their fame and their glory is dimmed with a tear. 

ANONYMOUS. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEN- 



THE LOYAL SLAIN. 

FIRST BATTLE AT CHAKLESIOWN, MO., 
AUGUHT 18tH, '61. 

Aa war's (Jroad tonea sound fierce and loud 

On high plateau or rivor shore, 
The grey and fitful rising eloud 
Of battle forme a ghastly shroud 

Over dark rivulets of goro. 

Where are the loyal slain 1 — those men 

Who, with patriotic aim. 
Marshaled in Freedom's column, when 
Black Treason rose, and from his den 

Spread terror, guilt, and crimson shame. 

Upon the turf, by shot and steel 

Spirit-robbed, lie those loyal dead; 
As each dear heart is stilled, let's feel 
A stronger love for Freedom and its weal, 
And cling to Hope, but not to dread. 

Yes, fondly search, and mark each grave 
Of these revered and gallant forms; 

And from Oblivion's precincts save 

The names of all the noble brave. 
As patriot recollection warms, 

With prouder flaunt and grander sheen, 
On tower and hill, and o'er the graves 
Of onr loved warrior-dead, serene, 
'Neath heavenly blue, above earth's green, 
Our beauteous star gemmed ensign waves ! 

WILLIAM J. M'CLUaE 
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THE PiilCE OP VICTOEY. 



AT LADY 8 roRD, VA., 
AUGUST 18tH| '61. 

" A VICTOEY ! — a victory ! " 

Is flashed across tho wires; 
Speed, speed the news from State to State, 

Light up the signal fires ! 
Let alt the bells from all the towers 

A joyous peal ring out I 
We've gained a glorious victory, 

And put the foe to routl 

A mother heard the chiming bells; 

Her joy was mixed with pain. 
"Pray G-od," she said, "my gallant boy 

Be not among the slain." 
Alas! for her! that very hour 

Outstretched in death ho lay; 
The color from his fair young face 

Had hardly passed away. 

His nerveless hand still grasped the sword 

He never more might wield. 
His eyes were scaled in dreamless sleep 

'Ui}on tho bloody iield. 
The chestnut curls his mother oft 

Had stroked in fondest pride, 
Neglected hung in clotted locks. 

With doopost crimson dyed. 
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Ah! many a mother's heart ahal! ache, 

And bleed with anguish sore, 
When tidings come of him who marched 

So blithely forth to war. 
Oh! sad for them — the stricken down 

In manhood's early dawn — 
And sadder yet for loving hearts — 

God comfort them that mourn, 

Tes, victory has a fearful price 

Our hearts may shrink to pay, 
And tears will minglo with the joy 

That greets a glorious day. 
But he who dies in Eroedom's caiae, 

"We cannot count him lost; 
A hattle won for truth and right 

Is worth the blood it cost! 

Oh! mothers! count it something gained. 

That they for whom yoc mourn, 
Bequeath fair Freedom's heritage 

To millions yet unborn; 
And better than a thousand years 

Of base, ignoble breath, 
A patriot's fragrant memory, 

A hero's early death. 
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THE SOLDIEE TO HIS BETROTHED. 

BEFORE THE EIGHT AT HAWK'S NEST, VA. 

AUGUST 20th, '61. 

The joys of home are dear to me, 

And dearer still thou art; 
But 1, my country's son mast be. 

She calls and we must part. 
The stars upon her banner fair. 

That brightly beam above, 
My Mary, pure and constant there. 

Are emblems of my love. 

No captive in hia dangeon's gloom, 

E'er long'd for Freedom's light, 
As I shall wish — whate'er my do'om — 

For my lov'd Mary's sight. 
But better far that she should weep, 

My absence or my fall, 
Than here to sleep the coward's sleep, 

Kor heed nay country's call. 

"When in the deadly battle-field, 

The TJnion'a foes we meet ; 
If dying there my faith is seal'd, 

My death hour will be sweet. 
The Boldier for hia country dies. 

For her his blood lie gives; 
But if that fate his star denies, 

For thee, and love he lives. 
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Thino eye's bright beam, thy love's soft smile, 

My best rewai-d shall be. 
When turning from the battle's toil, 

And homeward bound to thee. 
My Mary ! hear the bugle blow. 

And see the banner fly; 
Farewell, my Mary — thine I go, 

Thine, it I live or die ! 

H. ALGER, JB. 



A SON IN THE WAR 



20tu, '61. 

We gathered 'round the cheerful fires. 

Dismissing every care ; 
And happ;j* Ja the household band. 

And every one is there ; 
Ah, no, there is a vacant seat. 

There is an absent one, 
There is a mother's loved boy 

Who to war has gone. 

Alone for him she daily mourns, 

Alone for him she daily weeps, 
Alone for him in midnight shades 

She constant vigil heeps; 
Alone for him when all is joy 

Around the household hearth, 
The silent tear is seen to drop 

Adown her withered cheek. 
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Alone for him at hour of prayer, 

Sho fondly breathes above 
Her soul to God, but to protect 

And keep him in His love ! 
And when her streaming eyea t, 

lo slumbers of the night, 
She fancies that the absent one 

Is present in her sight. 



THE LAST SUNDAY AT HOME. 

BEFORE THE SKIRMISH AT CROSS LANES, TA. 
AUGUST 2l8T, '61. 

Once more within the House of God below 

We stand, in rev'rent hope and fear, to pray ; 
Our hearts, with holy courage burning, glow — 
For duty calls to battle henco away, 
" 0, God, preserve our eountrj-'s life. 
And lead «s in the fearful strife — 
To Thee alone the glory." 

The Lord is our defense ; in Him our might, 

Let battles e'er so fiercely, madly rage; 
"We fight for Freedom and th'oternal Right, 
And for this land, our holy heritage. 
And if we save our fatherland, 
Hath God not done it through our hand ? 
To Him alone the glory. 
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Ambition soon the aslien f™it shall taste, 

Of impious wronga which springfrom reckless pride, 
While Ereodom's morn shall light the deaert-waste 
Of minds, which, long in night, the day denied. , 
For in this struggle, fierce and long, 
God is with us, and we are strong — 
To Him alone the glory. 

He calls us now to vict'ry on to press, 

Nor doubt the morning star which lights the way — 
Hia voice ia heard in every patriot's breast, 

" Awake I the night is spent ; behold the day ! " 
TJs shall He show, e'en in death's night, 
The golden glow of Freedom's dawning light. 
To Him, our country's G-od, the glory. 



THE SILENT ANVIL. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF SOMERSVILLE, VA. 

AUGUST 26rH, '61. 

I CREPT in the lane at midnight— 
The lane so silent and dead ! — 

A stagnant calm in the world below. 
And a stagnant calm o'er head ; 

And Venus was wrapt in a jaundice mist, 
And Mars'in his flaming red. 

I crept to the door of the smithy. 
And peered through the heavy gloom — 

The forge was cold and in ashes, 
And silent the anvil's boom ; , 

And the sledges were laid aside for aye, 
And sooty the furnace-flume. 
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And I thought how the early morning, 
"When it flashed on the window-pane, 

And hnmed with its pleasant fever 
The lcaT09 of the summer lane — 

It shoiild hring the little children 
To look at tho forge again. 

And I pictured their wandering glances. 

And their silence of sharp dismay, 
When they missed the smith at the anvil-block, 

And the sound of the sledge's play; 
And the hum of the flame in the chimney cold, 

And the pondroua bellow's away. 

And I thought how the herdsmen round about 
Would miss, from the evening sky, 

The distant clanlr of the forgeman's blow, 
The light and the crimson dye 

That blazed and burned ti-om the blackened flume, 
Like a beacon raised on high. 

And I said : " O forgeman stout of limb, 

Of muscle firm and true, 
Ho more shall your sledges shape the plow, 

Or the will of the farmer do. 
There is heavier work for heart and hand — 

There is heavier work for you. 

" For, with storms and battle the air is filled, 

And bared is the foeman's steel ; 
And crash on crash, from the cannon's mouth, 

Make the charging squadrons reel ; 
And the arts of peace are crushed and ground 

'Neath Havoc's iron heel." 

JEKEiar ELAMO. 
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GOD'S ELBSSINGS ON THEM, 

capture of rorts hatteka8 and claek, n. c. 
■ 29th, '61. 



God bless the brave ones ! in our dearth, 
Their lives shall have a trailing giory; 

And rouDd the poor man's homely hearth 
We'll proudly tell their saffering story. 

All savior-souls have saorificod, 

With nought but noble faith for guerdon, 
And ere the world hath crowned the Christ, 

The man to death hath borne the burden! 

The savage brolio the glass that brought 
The heavens nearer, saith the legend ; 

Even so the bigots welcomed aught 
That makes our visions starrier r 



They lay their corner stones in dark, 
Deep waters, who uphold in beauty, 

On earths old heart their triumphs are, 
That crown with glory lives of duty.] 

And meekly still the martyrs go 

To keep with pain their soiemii bridal! 

And still they walk the fire who bow 
N'ot down to worship Custom's idol. 

The heart! the rude dust, dark to-day, 
Soars a new lighted sphere to-morrow: 

And wings of splendor burst the clay 
That clasps us in death's fruitful furrow, 

GERALD MASSEY. 
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THE "WHETTING OE TUB SCYTHES. 

ATTACK ON LEXINGTON, MO. 
AUGUST 29th, '61. 

The dew laughs on the Wossom'd grass, 

Like diamonds gem the flow'rs — 
And over all tho soft winds pass 

All fresh from Night's cool bow'rs, 
While sharp and clear, upon the ear. 
Across tho field, we list to hear 

The whetting of the scythes ! 

The laugh and eong may float along, 

Prom festive heart and Up, 
"Where the belles and beaux in joyous throng 

The cup of pleasure sip — 
But let me hear upon tho air 
A sweeter sound, more fall of cheer — 
The whetting of the scythes ! 

Now, soldiers, mow the rebels down 

"With blades of tempered steel — 
Malce, make our Union's power known, 

Let them its vengeance feel — 
Then home once more from tented plain, 
You'll haste to hear in peace again — 
The whetting of the scythes ! 

ANONYMOUS. 
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MY MINIE EIPLE. 

AT THE FIGHT AT BAI.L'S CROSS ROADS, VA 
ATIOUBT 30th, 'G1. 

The finest friend I ever knew. 

And one witli whom I dare not trifle, 

Wlio in all danger sees me through, 

"Whose aim is ever good and true, 
Is my sweet Minie Eifle. 

She gently rests tipon my arm. 

Is always ready, aJways willing; 
And though, in general, somewhat calm, 
"Walcea np, upon the first alarm. 

To show she can be killing. 

And she is very fair to see, 

The most fastidious fancy suiting; 

Her locks are bright as they can be, 

And that her sight is good to mo 
Is just as sure aa shooting. 

Though used to many a firey spark, 

She's never careless in her pleasure; 
She always aims to hit the mark. 
And when her voice the Sothrons hark. 
They find she's no Secesher. 

The heaviest load seems not to weigh 
Upon her more than 'twer a trifle; 

She's highly polished; and I'd pray. 

Were I bereft of friend this day, 
" Oh I leave my Jlinio Eifle 1 " 

ANONYMOUS. 
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OUE DEAD SOLDIEE BOY. 

APTEB THE REBEL ATTACK. AT DENT CO., HO., 

: IsT, '61. 



He died before he had reached the fleld, 
' When the battle cry was sounding, 
His dear young life he muet eadly yield. 

With ilia comrades in camp aurrounding ; 
" Oh ! had be lived " is the mournful cry 

Of the weeping mother that bore him, 
" Had he lived on some stricken field to die, 

Ijesa sad would our grief be o'er him." 

Not what is done but the wish and the will, 

!N'ot the power but the heart of daring, 
Theae make our prido w^hen the dead lie still. 

And our hoavicBt grief we're bearing; 
He gave to hie country the hopes of youth, 

And ho sleeps all darkly and lonely. 
But our lov'd soldier boy has died for the truth, 

And his patriot grave is holy. 

When the strife is o'er in some future year, 

And our nation's light is breaking, 
Our soldier boys will bo doubly dear, 

Those who died when the land was waking; 
Let sweet roses bloom o'er his fair young head. 

And hia tomb be honor'd in story. 
For not one of the patriot ai-my is dead, 

But has part in the nation's glory. 

JiEKIlY HOKFORD. 
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DEAD m HIS YOUTH. 

AT THE FIGHT AT BOONE COURT HOUSE, VA., 
SEPTEMBER 1st, '61. 

The earliest ray of morn had brought 

The din of arma to many an ear, 
And many a life wae qnickly bought 

And fitted for the naiTOW bier. 
Por hours the flash of muskets gleamed 

Along our ranka, from line to line — 
For hours our shining bayonets beamed 

Like shifting spray upon the hrine. 

The day that flushed the summer sky 

At length had faded into night, 
And many a star had risen high 

And dropp'd on earth its rays of light; 
The pale moon rose above the hills. 

And coldly smiled upon the plain — 
Its rays were riding on each rill, 

And resting on each hattlo-slain. 

But one whoso brow was young with years, 

Lies where the moonbeams kiss his brow! 
Oh! ye who never shed warm tears, 

Come gaze — and shed them now. 
See where the bullet pierced him through, 

And laid him in the pool of gore! 
Upon his brow the pearly dew 

Of life will settle there no more. 
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This lad, he left Ma vine-clad hills 

To seek the treacherous battle-plain, 
Whoro flows the blood like monntain rills 

From many a stalwart hero slain ! 
He was tho first within the 'fray, 

The dash, the charge,, or fight, 
But now his brow of marble clay 

In death is ashy, cold and white. 

Alas I that cruel death should take 

The life that filled his noble breast. 
And sad that such a heart should break 

To take its last and only rest. 
When parents watch for his return. 

His vine-clad hills among, 
O ! how their hearts will beat and burn 

To learn that he will no'cr como home, 

Alas! I wonder if thatheart will break 

Within his aged mother's breast, 
When she shall learn her son's sad fate, 

And where ho takes his lonely rest? 
Alas ! for her, tho gentle maid, 

Who lonely waits his fond return! 
She soon shall know that 'neath the shade, 

The pine tree is her lover's urn. 

ANONYMOUS 
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LOYAL -AMERICA. 

THE JIBST APPEAL FOE A NATIONAL LOAN, 
SEPTEMBER 2l., '61. 

America ! dear Hative Land, 

I love thee tenderly and true ; 
My heart clings to thy verdant strand, 
And pines without thy eUy of blue ; 
Thy hilla and vales, and woods and brakes, 
Thy falls and rivers, springs and lakes. 
Within my heart pure rapture wakes, 
And life with new-born joys endue ! 
Thou art the work of God's own hand, 
Swoot home of peace and rest, 
I lovo thcc, oh, my Hative Land, 
Of all the world the best ! 

America ! dear Native Clime, 
My very soul exalts in theo, 
When I peruse the Book of Time, 

And traco therein thy history; 
The deeds of sire and of son. 
The battles fought, the triumphs won. 
The power gained, ere thou had'at run 
That round of time — one century 1 

"Which is the work of God's own hand. 
Sweet home of peace and rest; 
I love thee, oh, my Native Land, 
Of all the world the best! 
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America ! dear M"atal Place, 

Thy glory is my greatest pride ; 
Thy arm enwraps the human race, 

And o'er its destiniea preside ; 
Where e'er man's vent'rons foot may wend, 
There thine infiueneo doth extend, 
And with the foes of Eight contend. 
And Despots galling chain divide 1 
Such is the work of God's own hand. 
Sweet home of peace and rest, 
I love thee, oh ! my Hative Land, 
Of all the world the best ! 

America I dear Place of Birth, 

I turn from all the world to thee, 
There is no other spot on earth, 

"Where feels my soid that it is free; 
Thy beauty is my heart's delight, 
Thy power is my manhood's might. 
Thy glory is the whole wcrrld's iigbt, 
A Kation's hallow'd Trinity ! 

All is the work of G-od's own hand, 
Sweet homo of peace and rest; 
I love thee, oh, my Native Land, 
Of aU the world the best. 

J. HENRY IIAYWARD, 



Hcssdb, Google 



FOCTICAI, PEN PICTUBffiS 



THE SOLDIER'S BRIDE. 

BATTLE OP COKNIFEX FERRY, VA. 
SEPTEMBER 10th, '61. 

Apae upon tiie battle-plain, 

The dewy evo descended, 
Where our young Henry dying lay. 

Amid the dead untended. 
The pulse of life was ebbing fast. 

His eyes wore dim already, 
His feeble voice was faint and low, 

l£is gory hand unsteady ! 

" Oh God ! " the dying soldier cried, 

"If she were only here — " 
When " Henry ! Henry," through the gloom. 

Rang in hia dying ear. 
Then fondly clasped within her arms. 

She kissed his marble brow. 
He only smiled — his spirit passed. 

For death, had claimed him now ! 

" Awake ! awake ! my own beloved! " 

Tho frantic maiden cried ; 
Then sorrowing sunk upon his corpse, 

And ore the mom she died ! 
Now calmly sleeping on that plain, 

They've laid them side by side; 
Seenre from all the storms of life, 

The soldier and his bride ! 

w, A. deVok. 
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THE BIVOUAC. 

SKIRMISH AT LE^VINSVILLE, VA., 
SEPTEMBER Hth, '61, 



The camp is all quiet — my c 

They dream of their homes, and loved onoa dear, 
The slow rising moon, with its light gently creeping, 

Shows eyelids now wet with the slow falling tear, 

There lays a young soldier — in years bnt a boy — 
His musket beside him— cold pillow of steel — 

The weapon to him ia a pride and a joy, 

Ah he dreams to the traitor a death it will deal. 

And he dreams, too, of hearts that anxiously fear 
Each bulletin sad with its grim battle story. 

May tell that bo, whom they all love so dear, 
Is in death lying low in his youth— yet in glory, 

A stern vieaged man is lying near by — 
Fitfully sleeping, and fitfully dreaming — 

His country he loves — for that coantry he'll die — 
His brow this reveals in the moonlight's gleaming. 

Thus resting in groups, on this now peaceful spot. 
Lie father and brother — the lover, the son, 

To-morrow to waken 'midst rattling of shot, 

The shrieks of the wounded, and war of the gun. 

When the next risen sun shall have siink in the West, 
And the next evening stars shine o'er us on high. 

Those sleeping here now, will take their last rest 
'Neath the sod where they fight but togallantlydiel 

ANONYMOUS- 
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"WITH THE SLAIN. 



11th, '61. 

In homes of affluence and wealth, 

'Mid joy and gayety, 

Where live tlie poor and lowly, 

In haunts of misery. 

In city, town and village. 

On mountain hill and dale. 
Where sunshine ia, or natnro tlooms. 

Is heard the low ead wail. 

The young wife anxiously watches, 

From mom 'till cloae of day, 

Praying and weeping the whole night long, 

]?or a husband far away. 

lu vain she sobs Lis dear loved name, 

Tho' hope hath nearly fled, 
But still she weeps, and hopes and sighs, 

Nor dreams that he is dead, 

The mother thinks of her only boy, 
Her joy, her hope, and pride, 
And pictnres scenes of happiness, 
Her darling by her side. 
Bat far away from friends and home. 

On the dreaded battle plain. 
Regardless of all care and strife. 

He numbers with the slain. 
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And fathers, mothers, sieters, all 

Sigh, and weep, and mourn 

For brothers, lovera, kindred dear. 

Friends that will no'er rotum. 

Oar country calls for great rejoicing, 

We've gained a victory, 
But who can stay those sighs and tears, 

This grief and misery. 

JRANCIS B, MOETHA. 



THE AMEEICAN TRAITOE'S CUESE. 

DEATH OF THE BEBBI. COLONEL, JOHN WASHINHTON. 
SEPTEMBER 12th, '61. 

G-OD of the Just, the True, the Free 1 
Let now a eurse descend from Thee 
A curse pure, glorious and grand 
As ever breathed for Freedom's land. 
G-od of the Free! O, hurl ThT/ eurao 
On traitors through the flniverse — 
The wretches who have dared to strike 

Our "Union's Altar and the Laws 
That great Columbia's patriots made 

For Liberty's and Tirtue's cause 1 
May famine waste their dastard frames ! 
May History blast their hated names ! 
May all their memories be hurled 
In horror through the shuddering world, 
And let their jim/ses only swell 
Around the snake -wreathed walls of Hell t 

rilAHCIS CADnBLL. 
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THE BIETH OP OUR BAll^NEE, 

DESTRUCTION OF THE v' S. BOOK, PENSACOLA, FI 
SEPT. 12th, '51. 

When the dawn of creation waa breaking, 

To usher in bright balmy day, 
The G-oddcaa of Light* at her waking. 

Was shrouded with curtains of spray. 
That rose as the inceaso of morniBg, 

Prom valleys resplendent with dew, 
To deck the broad ocean of distance 

In tints of the Bed, "White and Blue. 

And far in the blue domo of Heaven, 

Where stars with a soft, holy ray, 
That have shown, in an unbroken union 

While ages have moldered away: 
And Freedom, when jonrneying hither, 

The earth with its blessings to strew, 
Has gathered those trophies of glory, 

As gems for the Bed, White and Blue. 

When EQan braved the wrath of Jehovah 

The flood-gates of Heaven arose 
To deluge the earth in His anger, 

And drivo from existence His foes ; 
Still justice was tempered with mercy — 

On cloud-crested banners He drew 
His promise to all generations, 

In symbols of Bed, White and Blue. 



Hcssdb, Google 



0» THE WAR. 

And thus is our Banner of Freedom, 
But tints of the glories above 

Of Him wlio haa made «9 a nation. 
And bound ua with garlands of love— 

Which none on the earth ahall dissever, 
■ But each on our altars renew 

The oath of unshaken devotion, 

And truBt in tho Eed, "White and Blue 



THE ATTACK AND EEPULSE. 



AT CHEAT MOUNTAIN, VA., 
SEPTEMBER 12th, '61. 

It 18 midnight, and a silence 

Hangs about the tented camp, 
Only broken in ita stillnesa 

By the watchful sentry's tramp. 
By the sighing of the breezes 

Through the branchea of the pines, 
Or the watchword, softly -whispered, 

As we pass along the lines. 

Soldiers sleeping, sweetly dreaming, 

Of their homes far, far away. 
Where the loved ones, kind and gentle, 

Weary wait and watchful pray — 
Besting now for that to-morrow 

Which may call them to the fray — 
Gath'ring strength by nature's aiding — 

Strength their brother men to slay. 
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Day is dawning, dimly, grayly, 

In the border of the sky, 
And the bugle soon will banish 

Sleep from ev'ry soldier's eye. 
Hark ! a roaring like the tempest 

When it hrealis among the trees — 
Lilco the simoon when it eweepeth 

O'er tho breast of India's seas ! 

Up and arm ye I Sound the bugle ! 

Not the tempest which ye hoar : 
'Tis the thunder of the war atecds — 

'Tis the sound of foemen near ! 
Like the whirlwind on they're ruehing I 

Like them come, but come to die — 
Finding foemen ever ready 

For the fray, but not to fly ! 

Form battalions, calm and steady ; 

Let each aim be sm-e and true — 
Let each " bullet find its billot" — 

They are many, we are few! 
There they darken — fire ! Kow hearken 

To tho shriek and to the groan — 
Fix your bay'nete — charge ye boldly I 

3S"obly done — the battle's won ! 

EDWARD C. JUDSOM. 
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THE BROTHEES' LAST MEETING. 



AT THE ATTACK ON BOONVILLE, MO., 
SEPTEMBEa 13th, 'CI 

They bore him away from his first red field 

That ^Farrior young and brave, 
"While the clear starlight of a Southern night 

Fell stil! on his open grave. ' 

In his cloak they wrapped bis Blumb'ring form. 

Those comrades stem and grim; 
Tbeir steps were slow and their voices low ! 

And their eyes with tears were dim. 

No mother's kisa on bis brow ia pressed; 

No sister is weeping by; 
No solemn prayer, on the evening air, 

Goea up to the star-gemmed aky. 

But tearless and white, in the ghastly light, 

One form beside him stood : 
His heart stood still, for his gleaming sword 

Was bathed in a brother's blood. 

Through tho long, long day had the battle raged, 
And w^bon twilight's veil was drawn, 

Like a peaceful dream, over bill and stream, 
Still War's red tide surged on. 
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Two warriors met hj a murimiring rill, 

Now tinged with a crimson hue, 
Sol's last rays show but the garb of foe, 

And their words are stern and few. 

" Draw and defend!" and the flashing light 
Springs bright from tho ringing steel. 

Else not, O moon ! for thy light too soon 
"Will a fearful scene reveal. 

The stars looked down, and a boyish form, 
"With his brown hair dim with blood, 

'Neath their brightness lay, while fast away 
Life ebbed with the crimson flood. 

"Mother"— the tone, with the dying moan, 

IVom his pale lips floated low 
Eat a fount was stirred, by that voice and word, 

That surged to the victor's brow. 

It brought the dream of hie childhood back. 

The dream of youth's happy day, 
Of a flowery dell, where the shadows fell 

On tho streamlets flashing play. 

He thought of one who each sport had shared, 

That boy with his mother's brow, 
Whose steps had strayed from the roof tree's shade 

Where, where is that wanderer now ? 

Sweet thoughts of home, with its softening love, 

Came swift in the twilight's hush, 
And he bent him low o'er the fallen foe, 

To stay the life blood's gush. 
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Bnt Deatli was there, and tlie pallid lipa 

The smile of childhood bore; 
With Crime aiid Pain, on the battle plain. 

The brothers meet once more. 

He eleepeth well, in the silent dell, 
By the Cumberland's blue wave, 

But the brother in vain, 'mid the fiery rain, 
Hath Bought for a warrior's grave ! 



ANONYMOUS. 



THE LITTLE SOLDIER 

SKIRMISH AT SHEPAKUSTOWN, VA. 
SEPTEMBER 14Tn, '61. 

" WOULD I were a soldier," 

Cried little Bertie Lee ; 
" If I were only older, 

How very brave I'd be : 
I'd fear not any danger, 

I'd flee not from the foe, 
But where the strife was fiercest 

There I'd be sure to go. 

" I'd be the boldest picket, 

Nor fear the darkest night. 
Could I hut see a rebel, 

How bravely I w^ould fight, 
I'd nobly do my duty, 

And soon promoted be — 
O, would I were a soldier," 

Sighed little Bertio Lee, 
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"But when I'm grown to manhood, 

This war will all he o'er; 
I cannot join the struggle 

Our dear flag to restore. 
I may not bleed for Freedom, 

That glory's not for me, 
My namo will not ho written 

The hero, Hei'hert Lee." 

Then answered Bertie's mother, 

In tender, loving tone, 
" My darling little Bertie, 

You need not thua hemoan. 
A nohle strife awaits you. 

And you may gain the victory. 
If brave and true, my son, 

"Tou are a little soldier, 

A picket guard, my boy. 
To ward off every evil. 

That may your soul annoy. 
No earthly foe need vex you; 

No midnight sounds alarm — 
With Jesua for your leader. 

What could my darling harm? 

"The noblest of all soldiera 

Ky little son may he, v 
Hia name in heaven recorded. 

The hero, Herbert Lee. 
That were far higher glory 

Than any earthly fame; 
God grant the list 'promoted' 

May bear my Bertie's name." 

AKAYLAND. 
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DYING ON THE BATTLB-FIELD. 

AT EAKNESTOWN, MD. 
SEPTEMBER, 15tH, '61. 

MoTHEE, mother— not another 

Can thy holy place supply; 
I am pining for the twining 

Of thy arms, once ere I die. 
Never my sorrow knew a morrow 

When thy love shone on thy hoy; 
Tear-drops vanished— -pain was hanished — ■ 

Patience by thy side was joy. 

Mother, mother — haate, sweet mother 1 

Bend beside my cot the knee; 
Lift entreaty— Heaven will pity; 

Help mo in this agony. 
In the rattle of the battle 

Pought I well the trait'rous foe; 
O, my gleaming blade was streaming — 

Loyalty sent home each blow. 

Come, then, mother! there's no other 

Touch like thine for my poor brow ! 
Lowly sighing, I am dying — 

Lay thy dear hand on me now. 
Mem'ry's bringing soft thy singing, 

As on childhood's ear it fell; 
Love most gracious — now so precious — 

Hark ! " He doeth all things well." 
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WAITING- FOE NEWS. 

CAPTUilB OF CAMP TALBOT, MO. 
SEPTEMEEE 16tII, 'G1. 

Waiting, Pather ! a fond mother waiting, 
Waiting so anxious, tho dark tide's abating ! 
Waiting all breathless, in agonized anguish, 
Living by heart-throbs that spring np — then languish; 
Catching each sound that comes back from the battle, 
Dark shrieks and groans and the lonely death rattle, 
Imagining visions of feverish thirsting — 
Hearts in their utterest lonlinees bursting ! 

Thinking of Mm late the babe of her bosom, 
Faii'-faeed and blue-eyed, love's tendereet blossom. 
Dashing along 'mid the carnage around him, 
Fearless as Mare 'mid the balls that surroimd him, 
Changed as by magic, from home's tender brother, 
Lovingeet son both to father and mother — 
Changed to a man, to a stem, noble soldier — 
None in the field that is braver or bolder ! 
Writing : " I'm proud of tho name, dearest mother! 
Craven is he who would hold any other 
While our loved standard of freedom's in danger, 
May he forever be held as a stranger !" 
Such are the words in Ills last noble letter ! 
What fifteen years that could write any bettor 7 
Now I am waiting to know if he's wounded— 
Waiting to know — how my feara must be bounded ; 
Closed his eyes may bo to sorrow and danger — 
Dead he may be in the land of the stranger! 
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God of the desolate — Eachael's Consoler I 
Light of the universe — ^Nature's Controller! 
Pity me, pity me! Send consolation! 
Let not my heart feel this deep desolation! 
He is so young and he loves me 60 truly — 
Scourge me not, Father! ao deep— so unduly! 
Leave him! to lighten my life-load of sori'ow! 
Leave him to hrighten the douda of my morrow! 
Leave him to lovo mo when other lofes fail me, 
Leave him to strengthen when rude storms assailme! 
Leave him — so kind, both as son and ae brother; 
Leave him, a future of hope to his mother! 
God of all battles, speed, speed this decision! 
Let us not look, as afai', at a vision! 
Send to our soldiers the true men to lead them! 
They have the courage, do Thou guide andspeedthemi 
Then shall our sisters, our wives, and our mothers, 
Peel that our husbands, our sons, and our brothers, 
Though tbey may fall, are not led to the altar. 
Heedless and reckless, like beasts by the halter! 
Then we may feel, though their dear blood is staining 
Freedom's fair banner, a country we're gaining! 
Then we may look, though with eyes dim and burning. 
Some day or other, their blessed returning! 
Or we may see, though with eyes dim with weeping. 
Freedom's bird hover in love o'er their sleeping : 
Feeling, though sorrow may make our heads hoary, - 
They are not victims of weakness, but glory! 

J. C. DAVIS. 
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OUit COTJH'TRT'S BEAD. 

AT BLUE MILLS LANDING, MO, 
SEPTEMBER 17tH, '61. 

Thet live to God, they live to God, 
Though gone from human eight ! 

The good and bravo, who left their homes 
To battle for the right. 

To thee, God, they still live on, 
Though ceased their mortal strife; 

And wait the triumph of the caaee, 
More dear to them than life. 

In sight of men they seem to die. 

And perish from the earth; 
But Thou dost give them, even here, 
A new, immortal birth. 

Though chastened for a little time, 
Thou dost reward their pain; 

To die, to suffer for the right, 
Is, e'en on earth, a gain. 

For to their Country still they live. 

And, on hor roll of fame, 
Eeeorded shall forever Btand 

Bach brave and honored name, 

D. C. BROWN. 
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THE EMPTY SLEEVE. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF MARIATOWN, MO. 
SEPTEMBER 17tH, '61. 

By the moon's pale ligbt, to a gazing throng 
Let me tell one tale, let me sing one BOng; 
'Tis a tale devoid of an aim or plan, 
'Tis a eimpio song of a one-anned man. 
Till this very hour I coald ne'er believe 
"What a tell-tale thing is an empty sleeve, 
What a weird, i^neer thing is an empty sleeve. 

It tells in a silent tone, to all, 
Of a country's need, and a country's call. 
Of a kiss and a tear for a child and wife, 
And a hnrried march for a nation's life; 
Till this very hoiir who could e'er believe 
What a tell-tale thing is an empty sleeve, 
What a weird, queer thing ia an empty sleeve ? 

It tells of a battle-field of gore — 
Of the sabre's clash — of the cannon's roar — 
Of the deadly charge — of the bugle's note — 
Of the gargling sound in a foeman's throat — 
Of the whizzing grape — of the fiery shell — 
Of a scene that mimics the scenes of hell. 
Till this very hour would you e'er believe 
What a weird, queer thing is an empty sleeve ? 
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Though it points to myriad wounds and scars, 
Yet it tells that a flag, -with the stripes and stars, 
In G-od's own choaon time will take 
Each place of the rag with the rattlesnake; 
And it points to a time when that flag ehall wave 
O'er land where there breathesno cowering slave, 
To the top of the skies let us all then heave 
One proud huzKa for the empty sleeve — 
Por the one-arraed man with the empty sleeve 1 

WItMOT. 



THINK OF ME, DEAREST. 

SKIRMISH NBAU COLUMBUS, K.Y. 

SBPTEMBEa 18th, '61. 

" TMnk of -me, dearest," the young soldier said. 

As he clasped a fair maid to his resolute Iieart, 
" It is but for a time, a very short time, 

I'll come back again, nevermore to depart; 
And I'll think of you, darling, when far, far away, 

I march to the time of the drum and the fife. 
Your smiles like bright snnbeamswillbrighten my path 

"Where ever I go, sweet pearl of my life. 

" The war-cry is raised from the East to the West, 

Our country's in danger and needs every arm, 
Thongh terrors surround me, I'll still struggle on. 

Your prayers my dear girl will shieidn^ fromharm. 
Oh ! how^ happy the dawning of that sunny mom, 

That will welcome me back to friends and to thee, 
With America's name stiU unblemished and pure, 

' Tt»9 home of the brave and the land of the free.' " 

FRANCIS B. I 
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MOTHER, I'TE COME HOME TO DIE. 

AFTER THE CAPITULATION OF LEXINGTON, MO., 
SKPTEMBEE 20Tn, '61. 

SiGAR mothei', I remember well 

The parting kiss you gave to me, 
When merry rang the village bell, 

My heart was fall of joy and glee; 
1 did not dream that one short year 

Would crush the hopes that soar'd so high! 
Oh, mother dear, draw near to me, 

Dear mother, I've come homo to die. 

Hsii'k! mother, 'tis the village hell, 

I can no longer with thee stay; 
My country calls to arms, to arras, 

The foe advance in fierce array! 
The vision's jiast — I feel that now 

For country I can only sigh ; 
Oh, mother dear, draw near to me. 

Dear mother, I've come home to die. 

Dear mother, sister, brother, all. 

One parting kiss, to all good-bye ; 
Weep not, but clasp your hand in mine. 

And let me like a soldier die ! 
I've met the foe upon the field 

Where kindred fiercely did defy ; 
I fought for right. God bless the flag ! 

Dear mother, I've come home to die. 

G. W. H. GRIFFIN. 
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TOG-ETHEE. 

■ OF THE TOWN OP JtOM 

24th, '61. 



TooETiiEiiI togethei' 1 Oh, why should we part? 
Togettior in hand, together in heart ! 
Shoulder to shoulder, as ever before. 
Oh, still let U9 strive for the "Union of joro '. 

Oh, well may wo bleed, as our forefathers bled, 
For Liberty diea when the Union is dead. 
Then, etill let us cling to the Union of old; 
It is better than all of our lives and our gold. 

Northerner, Southerner, still yon are one, 
Spite of the foul deeds that traitors have done- 
Spite of your bloodshed and spite of your hate ! 
Living or dying yo« are joined in your fate. 

As one you have risen : as one you must fall ; 
And one flag or no flag must float over all, 
For better or worse we've plighted our troth, 
And the ruins of Union must bury us both. 

Then bloody and long though the contest may be. 
Our freemen must fight for the cause of the Free, 
Though rivers of blood may yet deluge the land. 
Our heart must not fail us, nor slacken our hand. 
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No counting the cost ! for Iho Union ia worth 
All the lives of the y^nth and lives of the North ; 
For what ia of value to you and to mc, 
If the stars shall bo torn ft-om the flag of the Free ? 

Together ! together ! Join hands onco again I 
Though years be before us of toil and of pain. 
Together ! together ! we conquer or fall ; 
For one flag or no flag must float over all ! 

ANONYMOUS 



THE BBTASTATION OF WAR. 



SKIRMISH NB 

SEPTEMBER 25Tn, '61. 

By the blue Potomac waters',. 

By the Rappahannock's lino, 
By the sunny Southern rivers, 

'Neath the holly and the pine. 
Falling in the shock of battle, 

"Wounded, in their blood they lie — 
Pining -with the dark malaria — 

So our wounded patriots die. 

In the city, in the village, 

In the hamlet far away, 
Sits the mothers, watching waiting 

For their soldier boys to-day. 
They are coming — daily coming, 

One by one, and score by score, 
In their leaden casings folded, 

Underneath the flag they bore. 
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Thinks the mother, weeping, wailing, 

And expectant all the day — 
When hia regiment was Bummoned, 

How her soldier went away; 
With his bayonet a-gleaming, 

Witli hia knapsack on hia back. 
With hia blanket strapped and folded — 

And his home-filled haveraack. 

Thinking of the courage swelling. 

In his eye and in his heart, 
Though a manly tear was rolling, 

When he kissed her to depart; 
Thinking of his precions letters 

Written by the Camp-fires glow, 
Eich in love of home and country, 

And for her who made him j^o. 

Counting now the lagging momenta 

¥ov the knocking at the door; 
For the shuffling and the tramping 

Feet of strangers on the floor ; 
Bringing in their precious burden, 

Leaving her to grief and tears ; 
To the sorrow and the mourning, 

Darkening all the coming years. 

DAOLINO. 
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OUE BIETH-EIGHT— LIBERTY. 

A NATIONAL ANTHEM. 

FIKST NATIONAL PAST DAY. 

BEPXBMBER ZGtU, '61, 

God of Heaven, kind and mighty, 

Thou who gave us Liberty ; 
Stilt watch o'er ua as thy People, 

And sustain us ever free ; 
Oh, preserve the Constitution, 

And intact the Union keep, 
Sacred as the soil where lieth 

"Washington in tranquil sleep ! 

Lord of Hosts, whose grace cndureth. 

Thro' all time, forever more, 
Let Thy wisdom guide our nation 

Safely thro' the gloom of War; 
Let Thy glory he our glory, 

And thy might Our power be, 
To preserve our hope— the Union, 

And oar Birthright — Liberty! 

J. HENRY HAYWARD. 
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THE END OP GLOEY. 

WGHT AT LUCAS' BEND, K.Y., 
SEPTEMEER 26tH, '61. 

"How hot the night I Its stifling breath 
Seems chargid with pestilential death ; 
The drowsy night winds scarcely stir 
The plumy tassels of the fir. 
Scarce flaps the curtains of my tont, 
Thro' whose loop'd folds the firmament 
"With all its soft, celestial light 
Shines on my feverish sense to-night. 
Here in my tent I lie at last, 
While life's dull surge is ehbing fast, 
This is the ending of the dream 
That lured me with its pageant gleam ; 
Toach'd my young spirit with the flame 
Of glory and immortal fame. 
Yet I repine not. It was swoot 
That onward march thro' sc[uare and street ; 
The rolling of the war-like drum ; 
The shout of multitudes — the hum 
Of crowds — tho flaunt of banners gay, 
"While votive garlands etrew'd the wayj 
All this was glorious — ^yet I mourn 
I ne'er as victor may return." 
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" 'Tia well nigh o'er ! The damps I feel 

Of death apon my senses steal ; 

Scarce can my fading, glazing eye 

The tent, the flag, the heavens descry, 

And yet o'er fancy's mystic glass 

Old scenes in long proceaaion pass j 

Friends, father, mother, kindred bend 

Above me, drawing to my end ! 

Was it the whisper of the breeze 

That sobb'd and shivered o'er the trees, 

That stirr'd the flapping tent but now. 

And seem'd to breathe npon my brow? 

Or rather was it not the sigh 

Of home, that whispered, flnttering by ? 

'. mother, give one last caress, 
Bend o'er these pallid lips to press; 

1 know the fervor of thy love. 
Come, then, like angel from above ; 
Yield one embrace, one parting prayer, 
To waft my spirit thro' the air. 

A vain delusion I Far away 
In Korthem lands my brethren play ; 
Full many a long mile lies between 
My kindred and this final scene ; 
I know that never more may fall 
My footsteps in my father's hall !" 
He died — then Carolina's grave 
Closed o'er the ashes of the brave. 
His comrades bore him to hia rest, 
"While battle-flags drooped o'er his breast, 
The muffled drum its requiem paid, 
" Dust unto dust," the Chaplain said, 
The volleying shot above him rose, 
And the dead elumber'd in repose. 

ISAAC M'CLELLAH. 
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LETTEES PROM HOME. 

BATTLE AT TAILS CHUSCII, VA., 
SEPTEMBER 29tH, 'Oi. 

The day is passed with its march or drill,' 

And the eoldiera, tired of their lot in life, 
Have gathered together, rare castles to build 

Of the times, when peace shaU. finish the strife ; 
Their sunburnt and hearded faces glow 

Hard and unmoved hy the camp-fires bright; 
They seem to be proof against hardships and ■woo, 

And their hearts to be callous to love and light. 

But, hark I they hear some familiar sound, 

And quickly they hush the loud laugh and jest ; 
And yonder group drop their cards to tho ground. 

And their pipes from their mouths to turn and list, 
The mail has come ! and quick to his feet 

The strong man springs like an eager child; 
Is there naught for me? yes, hero it is; sweet 

And cheering almost, as an old friend's smile. 

But his amilea soon turn to groans, alas ! 

As he reads that his loved one is ending her life, 
And vainly calling for him to the last, 

And he murmurs, " O Grod ! help tho soldier's wife." 
Near by stands one, reading, his face ail aglow, 

Loving words from his own brave, true little wife; 
There a boy, scarce twenty, whose unbidden tears flow, 

Athismother'swarmprayers.forhiswelfaro and life. 
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Here one reads that another ia wooing his lady, 

And he clenches his fists with ferocious scowIb ; 
Pat there, has his sheet, telling how little Teddy 

And the other ^iga grow, Mess their dear Httle souls. 
But there stands one with an ansions face, 

Is there none for rae? almost breathless he speaks, 
Ho, that was the last ; and he turns away, 

Ashamed of the tears on his SEnburnt cheeks. 

"Would you deem a man less noble and bravo, 

That the tears could stand upon his cheek ? 
The One who descended our souls to save, 

Did not disdain for sinners to weep. 
The soldiers afar from their homes and their friends, 

Our prayers and our sympathies daily need. 
O, do what you can to make them amends, 

Por the life w^hicb, for our country, they lead. 

0, write to them often ! our brave soldier boys 1 

"W ives, mothers, and sisters, and sweethearts dear ! 
"Write cheering and hopeful, of love, and the joys 

That await them again when peace shall reign here. 
A letter from home hath a magic spell. 

To make them forget, for a time, all care. 
In the thought that loved ones at homo wish them well, 

And remember them oftenin thought and in prayer. 

AKONYMOUS. 
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POETICAL PEN PICTURES 



APTEU THE BATTLE OF CHE EN BRIAB. "VA. 
OCTOBER 3d, '61. 

Listen ! did jo not liear tliat sound 

Echoing from afar, 

Paintly o'er tlie distant hills 

Like some funeral ear ? 

Bid ye not hoar that mournful ery 

That agonizing prayer, 

Which from many a burdeaed heart 

Ascenda in deep despair? 

Listen 1 that same sad, monmful cry, 
That same bewailing prayer, 
Extends its cries from shore to shore, 
With anguish rends the air ! 
For on yon blood-stained field 
Pull many a brother lies, 
With upturned face and pleading look 
The noble hero dies ! 

Listen ! from yoa battalions height 

Each distant grassy plain 

Where lie the gasping multitude 

Of vanquished heroes slain ! 

That prayer doth rise in louder strains 

With accents still more deep ! 

It is a plea for Heaven to aid 

The dear old flag to keep. 
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Listen ! along tlio garden walks 

Of yonder cottage low, 

A maiden treads tlie vine clad bower 

"With lingering steps, and slow, 

A paper in her hand she holds 

Which tells of victories won, and lost, 

Of hard-earned fame, and manly toil, 

"Which blood and treasure both have cost. 

Listen ! she's reading the list of those 

Who fell in the deadly strife, 

Of tboae who in their country's cause 

Delivered up their life. 

But lo ! her brother's name she spies 

Ere half the list is read ; 

Her brother's name — Great God ! is there, 

Down with the ghastly dead ! 

Listen ! a cry of deep despair, 

A mournful cry of pain 

She utters, while in tears sho shrieks: 

"My brother too, is slain !" 

And then she glances once again 

"Upon the precious name, 

Alas ! there can be no mistake. 

Her brother too, is slain I 

Listen ! how many, many groans ■ 

Are borne upon the air, 

From hearts that's tasted of the cup 

Of bitterest despair ! 

Great God ! how long must we behold 

Such bloody times as these ? '' 

How long ere Truth shall reign o'er all, 

And Preedom kiss the breeze ? 

J. R. PENHOLLOW. 
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POETICAL PEN-J 



MOTHEE IS THE BATTLE OVER ? 



OCTOBER 3d, '61. 

" Mother, is the battle over ? 

Thonaands have been slain, tbey aay, 
Is my father coming ? — tell mo. 

Have our soldiers gained the day ? 
la he well, or is he wonnded— - 

Mother, do yon think be'a slain? 
If you know, I pray yon, tell me. 

Will my father come again ? " 

" Mother, dear, you're always aighing 

Since you last the paper read, 
Tell me why you now are crying, 

"Why that cap is on yonr head ? 
Ah ! — I see you cannot tell me, 

Father's one among the slain, 
'Though he loved us very dearly, 

He will ne'er come home again." 

"Yes, my boy, your noble father 

Is one numbered with the slain ; 
"We no more on earth shall see him, 

But in Heaven we'll meet again, 
He died for the "Onion's glory. 

Our day may not be far between. 
But I hope, at the last moment. 

That we all shall meet again." 

SAWYER. 



Hcssdb, Google 



" ONLY A PRIVATE KILLED." 

rebel attack on santa rosa 
; 9th, '6J. 



" We've liad a fight," a captain said, 

" Much rebel blood we've spilled ; 
We've put the saucy foe to flight, 

Our losa—bat a private killed I" 
" Ah, yes," said a sergeant on the spot, 

As he drew a long deep breath, 
" Poor fellow, he was badly shot. 

Then bayoneted to death !" 

When again was hushed the martial din, 

And back the foe bad fled. 
They brought the private's body in ; 

I went to see the dead. 
For I could not think the rebel foe. 

Though under eurse and ban. 
So vaunting of their chivalry, 

Could kill a wounded man, 

A minie ball had broko his thigh, 

A frightful, crushing wound. 
And then with savage bayonets, 

They pinned him to the ground. 
One stab was through the abdomen, 

Another through the head ; 
The last was through the pulseless breast, 

Done after he was dead. 
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His hair was matted with his gore, 

His hands were clenched with might, 
As though he still his musket bore 

So firmly in the fight : 
lie had grasped the fo Oman's bayonet, 

Hia bosom to defend, 
They raised the coat-cape from his face — ■ 

My God 1 it waa my friend ! 

As, little he thought, that soldier brave. 

So near bis journey's goal. 
That Grod had sent a messenger 

To claim hia Christian soul. 
But he fell like a hero, fighting. 

And hearts witb, grief are filled, 
And honor is his, tho' our chief shall say, 

" Only a private killed. " 

I knew him well, he 'vvaa my friend; 

He loved our land and laws ; 
And he fell a blessed martyr 

To our country's holy cause. 
And, soldiers, the time will come, 

When OUT blood will thus be spilled, 
And then of us our chief wil! say, 

" Only a private killed." 

But we fight our country's battles. 

And our hopes are not forlorn, 
And our death shall be a blessing 

To " millions yet unborn. " 
To our children and their children ! 

Then as each grave is filled, 
What care wc if oiir chief shall say, 

" Only a private killed. " 
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IN THE HOSPITAL. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OS LEBANON, MO. 
OCTOBER T.3TH, '61. 

Here ia a hospital ; its every floor 

la thickly piled with dying and with dead ; 
And still they come, and there is room for more, 

To fill the place of those whom death has aped. 
Each eomer finds the sheets already warm 

With his last life breath who, a moment since, 
Was carried oat a coii)se,whose broken form 

Upon the yielding eoiicb has left its prints. 

Shaded by lofty trees, shut in by swamps, 

A monster graveyard stretches out from here; 
A pestilential spot, whose poisonoas damps 
,. Press on the brain, and chill the heart with fear. 
Daily it grows, and da.ily it claims its prey. 

Daily it opens wide its ravenous mouth, 
A hundred men are added every day 
To this new, silent City of the South. 

The air is heavy with the groans and sighs 

The tortur'd frames from stoutest hearts will force, 
O G-od of peace, behold the sacrifice ! 

Let the Peace-angel hither wing his course ! 
All do not die. Some struggle home again, 

"With Jopped-off limbs, a piteous sight to see, 
And linger out a weary life of pain, 

Batieg the bitter bread of charity. 

ANOSTMOtrS, 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



I AM WITH THEE. 
capture of linn creek, mo., 
1 14th, '61 



Eeothes, dearest, I am with thee, 
On thy marches long and drear, 

And whatever fate betide thee, 
Think ! O, think that I am near. 

For I love thee, darling brother, 

"With a sister's holy love; 
!Now we're parted from, each other. 

But will never part above. 

Brother, life hath many changes, 
Sad, and often hai-d to bear, 

In the world much sorrow rangea. 
And we each must have a share. 

Once my joy thou could'at not measure. 
Life had many charms for mo. 

Now I see the darker picture. 
Which I never dreamed I'd see, 

May'st thou never know the sorrow, 
Never feel the panga I've borne. 

May sweet hope beam on each morro-w. 
And thou ne'er have cause to mourn. 
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Know, then, brother, I am with thee. 
In the battle's dreadful strife, 

And to eave thee I would gladly, 
Willingly, yield up my life. 

When the last dread battle's ended, 
And our glorious cause is won, 

To the dear home thou'st defended 
Hasten, for thy work is done. 

ANONYMOUS. 



TOLUKTEEEEB. 

BEFORE THE trOHT AT EREDEBICK, MO. 
OCTOBER 15th, '61. 

I KNOW the eun shinea, and the lilacs aro blowing, 
And Summer sends kisses by beautiful May — 

Oh ! to see all the treasures the Spring is bestowing. 
And think — ^myboy Willie enlisted to-dayj 

It seems but a day since at twilight low humming, 
I rocked him to sleep with his cheek upon mine, 

While Eobby the four-year old watched for the coming 
Of father, adown the street's indistinct line. 

It ia many a year since my Harry departed, 

To come hack no more in the twilight or dawn ; 

And Robby grew weary of watching, and started 
Alone, on the journey his father had gone. 

It is many a year — and thia afternoon, sitting 
At Hobby's old window, I heard the band play, 

And suddenly ceased dreaming over my knitting 
To recollect Willie is twenty to-day ; 
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That, standing beside him this soft May-day morning, 
The Bun making gold of hia wreathed eigar-an: 

I saw in his sweet eyes and Jipa a faint warning, 
And choked down tlie tears when he 



" Dear mother, you know those traitora are crowing, 
They trample the folds of our flag in the dust; 

The boys are all Are; and they wish I were going — ' 
He stopped, hut his eyes aaid, " Oh aay if I must I " 

I smiled on the boy though my heart seemed breaking: 
My eyoa filled with tears, so I turned thera away, 

And answered him, " Willie, 'tis well you are waking, 
Go, act as yonr father would bid you, to-dayl" 

1 ait in the T,vindow and aee the flags flying, 
And dreamly list to the roll of the drum, 

And smother the pain in my heart that is lying, 
And bid dll the fears in my boaom be dumb. 

I shall eit in the window when Summer ia lying 
Out over the fields, and the honey-beea' hum, 

Lulls the rose at the porch from tremulous sighing, 
And watch for the face of my darling to come. 

And if he should fall — ^hia young life he baa given 
Eor Freedom's sweet sake — and for me I will pray 

Once more with my Harry, and liobby in Heaven, 
To meet the dear boy that enlisted to-day 
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OF THE WAR. 



WHEN THIS CKUEL "WAE IS OVER. 

RECAPTURE OP THE CITY OP LEXINGTON, MO., 

OCTOBER Idiir, '61. 

Dearest love, do you remember. 

When we last did meet, 
How you told me that you loved me, 

Kneeling at my feet ? 
Oh ! how proud you stood before me 

In. your auit of blue, 
"When you vo'w'd to iiic and country 

Ever to be true. 

When the summer breeze is sighing 

Mournfully alonjf ; 
Or when autum.n leaves are falling, 

Sadly breaths the song. 
Oft in dreams I see thee lying 

On the battle plain, 
Lonely, wounded, even dying. 

Calling, but in vain. 

If amid the din of battle 

Kobly you should fall, 
Par away from those who love you, 

JSTone to hear you call — 
Who would whisper words of comfort? 

Who would soothe your pain ? 
Ah ! the many cruel fancies 

Ever in my brain. 
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But our country called you, darling, 

Angels elieer your way ; 
While our nation's sons are fighting, 

Wo can only pray, 
Kohly strike for God and Freedom, 

Let all nations see 
How we love the starry banner, 
Emblem of the free. 

"Weeping sad and lonely, 

Hopes and feara how vain I 
When this eruol war is over, 
Praying that we meet again. 

CHASLKS C. SAWYEE. 



EUEY HIM LOW AND DEEP. 

TER THE ENBAGEMEBT AT BOLIVAR HIGHTS, 
OCTOBER ICtH, '01. 

Bury liim low and deep. 

Where the storm winds ne'er can fln 
To trouble hie body's sleep, 

And of hia lost world remind him. 
Bury him low and deep. 

Nearer the promised to-morrow ; 
Over his form wo wilt weep, — 

E'en soldiers may weep in sorrow. 
Bury him low and deep. 

A lock of his hair first sever, 
His mother would like to keep 

This relic of one gone forever. 
Bury him low and deep ! 
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GOD REAPS HIS JUDGMENT. 



IGth, '61. 

God reaps hia judgment-field to-day, 
And eifte the darnel from the wheat : 

A -whirlwind sweeps the ehaff away, 
And fire the refuge of deceit. 

In vain a nation's bloody sweat, 
The sob of myriad ReartB in vain, 

If the scotched snake may live to set 
Its venom in our fleffl again. 

The lords of treason and the whip 
Have called us to the dread appeal. 

From the loud cannon's fevered lip, 
And the wide fiash of bristling steel. 

If now the echo of that voice 

Shake down their prison house of wrong, 
They have their own perfidious choice, 

For God is good, and Truth is strong. 

Their steel draws lightning, and the bolt 
But firea their own volcanic mine ; 

God in their vineyard of Revolt 
Treads out hia Baeramental wine I 

OEOROE S. BURLEIOa. 
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FAEEWELL. 



17th '61. 



Farewell ! farewell ! ie often eaid 

By parting friends and lovers dear, 
"When hearts are full of holy love 

And naught hut peace or joy ia near. 
'Tis sad at most e'en for a time, 

To part with those wo highly prize, 
But still more sad, when angels come 

Like clouds across the summer sltios. 



The cannon's roar, the steel's loud clash, 

The bugle's Bound, the heavy tramp, 
The chill bivouac, ine lonely watch, 

The ambush, too, in marshy swamp, 
Such thoughts as these shoot thro' the brain, 

"When now we hear the sad good-bye, 
The heartbeats wild with dread and fear, 

And tears stand trembling in the eye. 

It may, perhaps, be the last farewell, 

For ne'er may they return again, 
But fall before the battle's breath, 

Numbered with the glorious slain. 
Farewell ! farewell ! alas ! it sends 

A chill through every vital part 
And dark forebodings creep around 

Deep in the altar of the heart. 
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COUKTEY OP WASHINGTON. 

FIQHT AT BIIJ HUERIOANE CRKEK, MO. 
OCTOBER 20th. '61. 

Hail ! brightest banner that floats on the gale ! 
Flag of the country of Washington, hail! 
Red are thy stripes with the blood of the brave, 
Bright are thy stars as the sun on the wave ; 
Wrapt in thy folds are the hopes of the Free j 
Banner of Washington I blessings on thee ! 

Mountain-tops mingle the sky with their snow ; 
Prairies lie smiling in sunshine below; 
Elvers, as brood as the sea in their prido. 
Border thine Empires, but do not divide ; 
Niagara's voice far out-anthems the sea ; 
Land of Sublimity I blessings on thee ! 

Hope of the World! on thy mission sublime, 
When thou didst burst on the pathway of time, 
Millions from darkness and bondage awoke ; 
Music was born when Liberty spoke j 
Millions to come yet shall join in the glee ; 
Land of the Pilgrim's hope! blessings on thee; 

Traitors shall perish, and treason shall fail ; 
Kingdoms and thrones in thy glory grow pale I 
Thou shall live on, and thy people shall own, 
Loyalty's sweet, where each heart is thy throne ; 
Union and Freedom thine heritage be ; 
Comitry of Washington ! blessings on thee ! 

WILLIAM E, EOBINSON. 
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THE IIEEO. 

TLB Ol- BALLS* BLUFF, VA 
OCTOBER 21ST, 'Gl. 



Bear high the banners on the city domes, 

Let tmnipets sound and martial drums loud beat, 

Tor lo ! on prancing steed a hero comes 
To lay his triumphs at a nation's feet I 

Aloog his pathway apread the cloth of gold, 
Fresh buds and leaves before his footsteps fling. 

About Ma august person sagely ibid 

The robe of State, and loud proclaim him King ! 

No envied gift of human Church or State, 
la more than ye 'pon him maet now bestow. 

For he has bravely fought and conquered fate, 
And waded through vast soaa of blood and woe ! 

His noble brow with laurels green entwine. 
His honored name on slabs of stone engrave, 

Let bim not die — who worship the sublime, 
E'en though his form sinks in a mortal grave ! 

Tea, ho must fill a grave — as all must All, 
No homage ye confer can cheat' old Death, 

He, seeking honor, did not pause to kill 
Though pausing cost. bim but an empty breath I 

He did not count the tears of anguish shed 
O'er graves, the imprint of his martial heel, 

Why, then, should ye tbus worship, who have bledj 
And weep for one, who for ye would not feel ? 



Hcssdb, Google 



OF THE WAR. 16 y 

I marvel not, that fiends in haman shape. 

Play with your passions, temper with your laws, 
For one the issue to ye lace or crape, 

He always meets the popular applause I 

And so will it continue while ye how 

Your humtle heads before the shrine of Mars, 

Ye need expect nanght else until ye vow 
To brand the Hero as the cause of wars ! 

J. HENRY HAYWARD, 



"IS THAT MOTHER." 

i.T THE BATTLE OF FREDERIC KTOWN, MO. 
OCTOBER, 21ST, '61 

Is that mother bending o'er me. 
As she sang my cradle hymn — 

Kneeling there in tears before me. 
Say ? — my sight is growing dim. 

Mother ! oh, we bravely battled— 
Battled till the day was done ; 

"While the leaden hail storm rattled — 
Man to man, and gun to gun. 

Bnt we failed — and I am dying — 
Dying in my boyhood's years — 

There — no weeping — self-denying, 
B"oblo deaths demand no tears ! 

Fold yoar arms again around me; 

Press again my aching head, 
Sing the lullaby you sang me — 

Kiss me, mother, ere I'm dead. 

E. BOWEES. 
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THE ORDERLY. 



BEFORE THE BATTLE AT CAMP WILD CAT, MO., 
OCTOBER 2lsTj '61. 

" The corn ia growing full, dear John, 

The harvest moon more round; 
Ere yon come back the nuts will strew 

Tho brown and barren ground. 
But the husking will no frolic bring, 

The nuts ungatherod lie, 
For I would not know thorn for the tears 

Between them and mine eye. 

"You're going to the war dear John 

Far, far from love and me ; 
"Would that I too, thy lot might share, — 

O take me, John, with thee ! " 
He stooped his kead for that caress 

Her fair arms climbed to seek, 
And fondly kissed where tears had plucked 

The roses irom her check ! 

Then lightly laughed, her fears to quell, 

Till she smiled through her tears, 
And gaily said, " How queer, to take 

A maid of tender years ? 
Fitter some sturdy farmer lad, 

To braid his horse's mane, 
And other work that he would lovo, 

And hold his bridle rein." 
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Loud is the boom and bright the flash, 

By that dark river's tide, 
And wild the ehi-iek, where hand to hand 

Pall brothers side by side. 
How seems the earth to lose its conrse 

'Neath the column's thundering ebarge ; 
While death rides swift on the leaden ball, 

With the freeman's breast its targe. 

Out crawled a figure, bleeding, frail, 

Slow moving midst the slain ; 
And still it moaned and still it called : 

" 0, tell me where he's lain I 
She found him at the eventide, 

Sank on his shattered breast, 
Laid low^ her cheek by hia, and moaned : 

" T am weary, let me rest !" 

Then came a dying whisper low: 

Don't be angry, wiit yoi\, John ? 
I could not stay and pine at home 

When you and all were gone. 
I only came to do your will — 

To bold your bridle rain, 
And think I served my lover well 

When I combed his horse's mane." 

His wavering breath was failing fast; 

Yet love has wondroua power, 
And sometimes calls the fleeting life 

Back at the final hour. 
"God bless you!" then his sad lips closed, 

His hand no more cai'essed; 
And she who so had watched his bfe 

Jjay dead upon his breast. * 

OHAMPUS GLOWARD. 
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TKB BADGE I WEAE. 

EHGAGEMEHT AT WEST LIBERTY, MO., 
OCTOBER 23d, '61. 

Oil ! dearer than life is the badge that I wear. 
With its star knit of gold from my lady-love'a hair ! 
Close over my heart like a blossom it grows — 
Tri-colored, inodoroua, gold-hearted rose ! 

"When the bells of onr village tolled out their alarms, 
And the drums beat.tbe mwsic that called us to arms, 
My darling, with steady, white hands, pinned it there, 
"While she said in a voice that was tender as prayer, 

Its silver unjarcd by a shiver of fear: 

"I give you to God and to Liberty, dear ! 

In the pride of your years, and strength of your youth, 

My heart gives you up to the battle for truth." 

To test her, I said: "When I go to my grave, 
I'd rather my sweetheart were loving than brave. 
Leave courage for men, but for women are fears. 
The duty of prayers and the weakness of tears;" 

" True love never dooms with so tranquill a pride, 
Its objeats to danger." She clung to my side; 
All the patriot blood to her face leaped like flame 
"True love, my life, cannot clasp hands with 
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Our star-spangled flag shall not trail in the duat ; 
Jjive for me if you can, die for that if you must, 
God make me a widow before I am wife, 
If I prize not your honor ae more than your life I " 

Still further to try her, I took from ita place 
Her giil. The proud glow faded out of her face. 
" Excuse me my dear, but your love's so divine, 
It climbs quite beyond the discernment of mine. 

"For your gift, many thanks! Tie it to your waief ! 
I have seen the same colors much more to my taste 
In a different shape." Ob, her scorn, her surprise ! 
Ob, the lightnings that glowed in her beautiful eyes 1 

And after the lightnings flashed, torrenta of rain. 
And her voice smote my heart silver-sharp with pain. 
" O traitor 1 " she cried, " may the Father above 
Cast you out from Ilia peace aa I do from my love ; 

" May the land you desert never yield you a grave. 
Or heaven claim the soul of so craven a alave ! 
False to Freedom — " I caught the wordsfrom her lips, 
And kiaeed the wet eyes into sudden eclipse. 

"Nay, listen dear love, to my plea," I replied, 
" And spare me the rest of your anger and pride. 
May G-od deal by me, aa in purpose and deed, 
By my country I deal in this hour of her need, 

" But thomouththattouchedmine jast amomentago, 
These little aoft handa that are colder than snow; 
These eyes, raj'ed like stars, my kisses have pressed, 
Are the red, white and bloo in the shapellove best." 
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Oh ! dearer than life is tlie badge that I wear, 
"With its star knit of gold from my iady-lovc's hair 1 
No traitor ehall gather my tri-colored rose, 
Except thro' my heart, the red soil whore it grows. 

God bleaa onr dear country, and save hsr from spoil, 
From the greedy home-vultures who blaekenhersoil ; 
In the name of these colors, all others above. 
Of the lipa, hands and eyes of the woman I love. 

J. S. HUNT. 



A BATTLE HTMH" FOE MIDSUMMEE. 

FIGHT AT BPEINGPIELD, MO, 
OCTOBER 25th, '61. 

Ki«o of the sword and shield, 
Throned on each battle flold ; 

Hopeful and strong : 
Look through the battle smoke, 
Guide thou the battle stroke, 
God who of yore hast broke 

The red ranks of Wrong. 

Peeds crown our prayers with might; 
Soldiers, strong in His right ; 

Tictory he leads ; 
War is His awful form, 
Vengeance in our blood made warm, 
'Gainst God in battle's storm 

Men are but reeds. 
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Close up yonr silent ranks, 
Eansomed nations crown witli thanks 

Sea! soldiers bold; 
Here is the gleaming steel, 
Here is the cannon's peal, 
Foes reel from those who kneel; 

Strife for life is old. 

One thought for home and land, 
For them in Thy right hand 

Our lives are given : 
May peace with laurels bind, 
Lives, loves in blood now signed; 
They who lose life shall find 

The life of Heaven. 

Charge ■vvitli a line of flre ! 
Charge to the sounding lyre 

Of battle's shock; 
Handa red with blood are white 
In Duty's holy light; 
God is the patriot's might, 

The -martyr's Eock. 

God of our father's fame, 
Save sons by battle flame 

From Freedom's night; 
One flag o'er Fatherland ; 
One realm from strand to strandj 
One fame of Freedom's band, 

God speed the right '. 

REV. ^f. N. CHAMBEHLAIN. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEK-PIOTUKES 



THE VOLUNTEER'S EETUEN. 



ocFioBEK 29th, '61. 

Sweet home ! Young father, wert thou here, 

To look upon your latest bom, 
'Twould be the happiest of the years. 

This fresh and smihng April morn. 
Young mother ! pale and wan thou art, 

'Tia hard to suffer thus alone. 
Thank God that hope yet fills thy heart, 

That prayer can mingle with thy moan. 

Well may thy mother cherish thee, 

Sweet baby-boy, whose infant prattle 
Shall please him when from duty free. 

And perils of the camp and battle, 
He seeks his quiet home again, 

And, numbering o'er thy childish charms, 
Forgets his former toil and pain, 

TJnheeding war or war's alarms ! 

Kext June will surely see him here, 

Forever free of camps and wars ; 
And will ho be a jot less dear. 

If worn, and maimed, and gashed with scars 't 
Ah, no ! though lopped and bruised his frame, 

Our tears of joy will blind our eyes, 
If they but leave his heart the same, 

They leave enough for us to prize. 

> WILLIS. 
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OMNIBUS ASD OOTJPB. 

ATTACK OS MORGANTOWN, KY. 
OCTOBER 31sT, '61. 

Wc were echool-fellows once, Madame ! 

In many a struggle we bore the palm: 

Our hands wero in girlish friendahip knit, 

Our hearts with unselfish lore wore lit. 

When we talked of the fiituro we twain were one, 

In n common channel our dreams would run, 

Of Love as pure as tho purest gold, 

Of Friendship tliat never was bought nor sold, 

Till we floated along on tho stream of Time 

Past linked together as rhyme with rhyme. 

But I ride in an omnibus down Broadway, 

While you dash by in your grand conpo. 

You married, I hear, a millionaire, 

Your house is fine and your jewels are rare; 

Misty with lace or rich with siiawis, 

You lounge through concerts or float tbrough balls. 

When men address yon, they speak in tune ; 

To hold yonr fen ia a precious boon ; 

And it seems as if H"at«re was half unkind 

That it does not perfume tho very wind 

That blows about you, and softens down 

To music the roar of the noisy town. 

But I am not envious to see you gay, 

And happy, and rich, in your grand coupe. 
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I married Charlie, your huaband'a clerk, 

Whose life was duty, honor, and work, 

And we somehow contrived, in our humhie way, 

To be very happy, and free, and gay; 

For my husband was honest, and brave, and kind, 

"With a delicate heart, and a cultured mind; 

And the gifts he gave me, though few and cheap, 

Were eet in a frame-work rich and deep — 

A frame-work of love that never grows old, 

But was clear as diamond and solid as gold ; 

So I do not envy in any way 

Your wealthy husband or grand coupe. 

Tonr husband every day, Madame, 

Drives down to business well-dressed and calm ; 

But my Charlie is off w^here the muskets shine, 

And the picket stretches his sleepless line, 

And the sullen ring of the distant gun 

Tells of a battery lost and won. 

It was hard to part while our love was new, 

But the country called him — what could I do ? 

So I kissed his lips, and bade him go, 

And strike for our banner one hearty blow; 

And I am proTider of him, in his honest gray, 

Than you of your husband and grand coupe. 

ANONYMOUS 
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THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

BVE OF THE BATTLE AT PLATTE CITY, MO 
HOVBMBER 2d, '61. 

He lay in his tent, 
"With his blanket around him, 
"While visions of home 
Were thronging his brain, 
Till bis eyelida grew heavy, 
And the goddesa of slumber 
Threw round him her fetters — 
Her soft rosy chain. 

His coneh was a hard one, 
His knapsack a pillow, 
And the cold wind was whistling 
Around him so drear, 
But he heeded them not, 
For- again he was crossing 
The threshold where gathered 
The loved ones so dear. 

How they start at the sound 
Of the dearly loved footstep, 
And spring to his arms 
"With a glad cry of joy ; 
The father, the mother, 
The dearly loved sisters; 
How gladly they welcome 
Their dear soldier boy. 
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The -wind whistled a Lill, 
And tho camp Area are burning, 
And gleaming far ont 
On the dark troubled sky. 
But another fond heart 
'Gainst his own ia now beating, 
And rapture lights up 
Bach fond loving eye. 

Soft arms are around him, 
And eyes gently beaming 
Look into his own 
"With their soft loving light; 
The mother's soft voice, 
Her glad tearful greeting. 
Thrill his heart with emotions 
Of purest delight, 

How familiar ia all 
In that dear home dwelling; 
How brightly the fire 
Gleams out on the wall; 
How tempting the viands 
Spread out on tho table, 
As in olden times round it 
Now gather they all. 

Ah, the soldier boy now 
Has forgotten tho morrow; 
His dreams are so vivid, 
His slumber so deep, 
Forgotten that perils 
And hardships surroand him, 
That the morrow perhaps 
The foe lie may moot. 
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Ah, Boldier boy, soldier boy, 
Dreaming on still. 
How blissful, how real. 
Thy Tiaions now eeemj 
The sweet gentle face 
Upturned to thine own — 
Ah, oan it be ? can it be 
Only a dream ? 

Aye, hark now, the sound 
Of the clear shrill trumpet 
Arousing the sleepers 
From a soft pleasant dream. 
He starts— ah the change; 
Around and above him 
The camp-fires shine out 
With their wild lurid gleam. 

Stern hearts are around him; 
The tread of the warriors, 
The clanking of arms. 
Now fall on hia ear ; 
His blanket is 'round hira 
His knapsack a pillow; 
And far from his homo 
And hie loved ones, ao dear. 

SABAH L. 
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POETICAL PBN-PICTUKZS 



WHEK HE IS AWAY. 

CAPTURE OE HOUSTON, MO, 

t 4tii, '61. 



Our dear, loving Charlie has gone from ii8 now, 
He has left hie white cottage, his babe, and his plow; 
And althongh Hattie laughs in her cradle at play. 
She only reminds mo tliat he is away. 

His portrait hangs np, and so gay on the wall. 
With his steel-bnttoned coat, and his sword, cap and allj 
And his tall, gallant form to his sword gives display- 
But, oh, I ain lonely when he is away. 

There's bnabwackcra and rebels — a riotous crew, 
And our TJuion they'd rend it and cleave it in two; 
But Charles is for Union, though cost what it may, 
And from homo, wife, and cottage, it calls him away 

During each bloody fight I have quaked in my fear, 
For I know in his heart he woiild long to bo there; 
And although they have sung himin fame's gallant lay^ 
l£y heart still has languished, for he was away. 

We've Uencrala and Colonels, and Privates, and all, 
And although he-may rival, yet atill he may fall; 
And although feme and glory may now be bis pay. 
Their glare shines but dimly, for he's far away, 

But now this dark war — oh, when shall it cease. 
And all mustered home to their friends and at peace ? 
Then Hattie will kies bim, and smiling she'll say, 
" Ma is weeping for gladness, for pa'e not away," 

OEnSHOM WIBORN. 



Hcssdb, Google 



OF THE WAR. 



A MOTHER'S OFFERING TO HEE COTJNTBY. 

AT THE BATTLE OF BELMONT, MO. 
KOVEMBER Cth, '01, 

'Tia very hard to let thee go, my sou, 
And when I think of ali ■which thou must meet — 
The peril arid the dangers thou must face — 
My heart grows faint and bleeds with agony, 
And I reach out my clasping arnaa to bold 
Thee back ; and wliile I press the tenderly, 
Close to the breaat that nourished thee, my child, 
I ciy, " 0, God ! I cannot, cannot Jet him go." 

And yet, how can I bid thee stay, my son ? 
For when thou wast a little prattling boy 
I made a little silken flag for thee, 
And, while, with eager joy, yoa flitng its folds 
High out into the morning breeze and laughed, 
And shouted out, " Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! " 
I told you what its wondrous meaning was, 
And bow our fathers fought and died for it ; 
And while you listened, I could see your heart 
Throh'd bravely, and your brown eyes grew bright. 

Tour little form expanded proudly when 
I said, " My eon must love his country well ; 
So well that ho would rather die than see 
Its flag dishonored— trampled in the dust 
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By traitors !" Then, with firm and steady haJid 
You pressed ita silken folds unto your lipe, 
And cried, " Hurrah ! old flag, I'll sooner dio 
Than see you trampled 'neath a traitor's foot!" 

And BO I cannot bid thee stay with me, 
In this dark hour of peril, though my heart 
Is almost breahing with its weight of fear, 
Of what may be, of what may come to thee 
While thou'rt away. 

I give thee up, my child. 

My only child — and I a widow, too — 

And if thou never ahoald'st come back to me. 

But fall a sacrifice unto thy love 

Of our dear country, I will try to aay, 

" Thy' will be done, O, God !" 'mid smiles of joy, 

That I was blest with such a son to give. 

CORA MAY. 



THE BANNER OF THE SEA. 

AT THE CAPTURE Oi' POH-T ROYAL, S. C. 
NOVEMBER 7th, '61. 

Oe all the flaga that float aloft 

O'er Neptune's gallant tars, 
That wave on high in victory, 

Above the sons of Mars, 
Give ua the flag — Columbia's flag — 

The emblem of the free, 
"Whose flashing stars blazed through our wars 

For Truth and Liberty. 
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Eencath its folds wo feai- no foe, 

Our hoarte Bhall never quail. 
With. boBonis bare the storm wc'Ii dare, 

And brave the battio-gale; 
And though the cannon plough our decks, 

The planks with gore run red, 
Still through, the 'fray our flag alway 

Shall gloam far overhead. 

Oq every wave, to every shore, 

Columbia's flag shall go, 
And through all time its fame sublime 

With brighter hues shall glow : 
For Freedom's standard is our flag, 

Its guardians, Freedom's sons, 
And woe betide the in suiter' a pride, 

"When we unloose our guns. 

Its enemies Our own shall bo, 

Upon the land or main ; 
Its starry light shall gild the fight, 

And guide our iron rain. 
Nor foreign power nor treason's arts 

Shall shake our patriot lovo, 
"While with our life, in peace or strife, 
We'll keep that flag above 

Then dip it lads in ocean's brine, 
And give it three times three, 
And fling it out 'mid song and shout, 
The Banner of the Sea. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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FEN -PICTURES. 



EUEIAL HYMN FOE THE UNION SOLDIERS. 



AFTER THE BATTLE 

HOVEMBEU 8th, '61. 

Cypress shall not o'er thco icave ;- 
Laurel only for thy grave ; 
Muffled druma shall never sound ; 
But the trumpet thrill around; 
Crape shall not our Banner shroud 
It shall rustle brigbt and proud. 
Even all the tears that fall, 
Only gem thy glorious palU 

For such death as thine is great 
Hoses filled the hands of Fate ; 
Honor proudly towered by, 
Lightning leaping from her eye ; 
Glory smiled upon thy form, 
Palling in the Battle-Storm; 
Sacred heroes of the Past 
Swelled thy name upon the blast ! 

Soldier of the Union, rest ! 
Lo ! a Nation guards thy breast ! 
With a larger, grand desire, 
Freedom awoops her mighty lyre 
Lo I the Immortal in her bloom 
Writes upon thy sacred tomb, 
" Honor, Glory, Union, wave 
Wreaths eternal o'er thy grave ! " 

WILLIAM KOSS WALLACE. 
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op THE WAR. 



YIVA L'AMERICA. 



NOVEMBER 10th, 'lil. 

Noble Republic ! happiest of lands, 
Foremost of nations Columbia stands; 
Freedom's proud banner floats in the skies, 
Where shouts of Liberty daily arise. 
" United we stand, divided we fall," 
Union forever — freedom to all. 

Throughout the world our motto shall be. 
Viva I'America, land of the free. 

'Should ever traitors rise in the land, 
Curs'd be his homestead, wither'd his Land ; 
Shame be hia mem'ry, scorn be his ]ot. 
Exile his heritage, hie name a blot; 
" United we stand, divided wo fall," 
Granting a home and freedom to all. 

Throughout the world our motto shall be. 
Viva I'Ameriea, land of the free 

To all her heroes, Justice and Fame, 
^To all her foes, a traitor's foul name; 
Our "Stars and Stripes "stUl proudly shall wave 
Emblem of Liberty, flag of the brave. 
"United wo stand, divided we fall," 
Gladly we'll die at our country's call. 

Throughout the world our motto shall be. 
Viva I'America, land of the free, 

MHiLABD 
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POETIC AI, PEN- PICTURES 



OH ! SBNTEY ! TELL ME OF THE NI&HT. 

at toe destruction os wareington, fla., 
: 23d, '61. 



Oh, sentry, tell me of the night. 

How dawns the slow approaching day ? 
Wi!i darkness e'er give place to light? 

Will this drear gloom ne'er pass away ? 
Can you discern a single star 

Amid the loVring clouds on high ? 
Is there no hope of coming day ? 

Oh ! tell me sentry, ere I die ! 

Have courage, comrade 1 courage, man — 

For though the night is dark and drear, 
Tho' light'ning's flash and thunder's roll 

Proclaim, tho howling storm ia near. 
Still 'neath the frowning clouds I see, 

A faint streak in the north'ron sky ; 
While far and near on every hand, 

I hear the picket's watchful cry. 

Tes, sentry, 'tis tlie cry that woke 

The north'ren legions from their sleep, 
Then ev'ry heart cried — " Wake !—to arms," 

While mothers bow'd their heads to weep- 
To think their children North and South, 

Were thus arrayed iu mortal fray j 
But oh ! my wounds — they bleed afresh, 

Oh! tell me, sentry, of the day. 
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"Have courage, comra<ie: day is nigli, 

Tho' its approach is slow indeed, 
And your unsightly bleeding wounds 

A mother's tender care must need : 
But, see ! — amid the thrcat'ning clouds, 

While earth with heaven's thunder jare, 
I now hohold amid the light, 

A Constellation of hright Stars 1" 

" I thank you, septry, for those words, 

Tor eased would he my dying pain, 
Could I but see the light of day 

Or those bright Stars shine once again. 
But then, alas ! I see no light. 

Except the rebel foe's watch fire, 
These bleeding wounds obscure my sight, 

Toll me— of day — e'er I expire !" 

" Have courage, comrade, look again ; 

The light, which there your dim'd eyes greet. 
Proceeds man, from the burning stores 

Of our base foe in wild retreat ! 
The Constellation of bright Stars, 

"Which 'mid tho clouds are shining thro'. 
Are those upon the Union Flag, 

As our brave boys tho foe pursue !" 

" Joy then is mine I — the day is ours ! 

The sun of vict'ry soon will shine, 
Again upon our country loved, 

And rescued by God's hand divine ! 
Oh ! raise me, sentry, to my feet, 

Let me behold the foe's dismay, 
There — gently — so :— -I see them now — 

And our bright " Stars" Hurray ! — Hurray !" 
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With that last cry of heart-felt jo j" 

The wounded soldier gave up life 
To wake no more at reveille — 

To mingle never more in etrifo ! 
For him, shame not "to drop a tear, 

Nor value light the fame he won, 
For men who thus their country serve 

Are quite as great as Washington 

.J. HENRY 



THE BATTLE AEMOE. 



NOVEMBER 24tH, '61. 

There waa deep and ■wond'rous meaning 

In the Northern legend old. 
That when Eric forged his armor, 

From his lips an anthem rolled — 
Rolled above the sounding anvil 

Diapasons high and hrave, 
Telling of the victor's laurel, 

Telling of t„e hero's grave. 

There he stood, the swart and earnest, 

Turning in his brawny hands 
Many a helmet on hia anvil, 

Eor the knights of many lands ; 
And the high, heroic music. 

Mingling with the hammer's peal, 
Gave to Eric's armor virtue 

Kever known before to steel. 
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Over all stone Eric's helmets, 

In the van, Hko warrior-stars; 
Dazzling, flashing, hi8 sacred armor 

On the battle's sounding ears j 
Helm and haukbert were enchanted 

In that old and -wond'rous time — 
For he made his simple smithy 

G-lorions with the gallant rhyme. 

Let us learn from that grand armor 

By the earnest Northman made, 
What the loyal soul must fashion 

When the hattlo is arrEtycd— 
Whon the Constitution's threatened. 

When the traitor-shadow falls. 
When tho trump of Truth is sounding 

Many a. charge on Treason's walls. 

, 'Tis the patriot's mighty armor: 

Forge it, nurse the gallant thonght— 
Thought to which a Stark and Warren 

All their mighty armor wrought ; 
Sword and cannon then enchanted 

By the patriotic flame, 
Bhall triumphant, bear ua over 

Every dastard traitor's frame ! 

WILLIAM BOSS WALLACE. 
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I DHEAMED MY BOY WAS HOME AGAIN. 

SECOND FIOHT AT VIENNA, VA., 
NOVEMBER 26tII, '61. 

Lonely, weary, broken hearted. 

As I laid me down to aleep, 
Thinking of the day we parted, 

"When you told me not to weep. 
Soon I dreamed that peaceful Angels 

Hovered o'er the battle-plain, 
Singing songs of joy and gladness, 

Por my boy was home again. 

Tears were changed to loud rejoicing. 

Night was turned to endless day, 
Lovely birds were sweetly singing, 

flowers bloomed in light array; 
Old and young seemed light and cheerful. 

Peace seemed everywhere to reign, 
My poor heart forgot its sorrow ; 

For my boy was home again ! 

"But the dream is past: and with it 

All my happiness is gone ; 
Cheerfal thoughts of joy have vanished, 

I must still in sorrow mourn. 
Soon may peace, with all its blessings, 

Our \inhappy land reclaim ; 
Then my tears will cease her flowing. 

And my boy be home again ! 

CHARLES CARROLL SAWyEK. 
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OS THE WAB 



WITH "VICTOE" ON HIS CREST. 



NOVEMBER, 27th '61. 

Ay ! Leave the Stripes and Stars 
,' Above him, with the precious cap and sash; 
The mute mementos of the battle crash, 
And of a hero's acara. 

Eeat, gallant soldier, rest ! 
Ennobied e'en in dying; Christ's true knight 
la now a king, in royal glory bright. 

With " VietoT" on hia crest. 

And yet— God giveth sleep; 
No earthly victor's laurels ever shed, 
A glory like the halo round his head. 

Ye loved him— should you weep? 

Say ye, " His life ia lost ; 
Our home's sweet comfort, and our crown of hope ?" 
Nay, friends ! Hia life baa now a grander scope, 

A living holocaust. 

To God, and Truth, and Eight, 
It aye hath been ; and jf the gleaming coal 
On God's own altar hath unborne the soul 

In aery chariot bright. 
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'Mid battle roar and strife ; 
If to the feai'lesa soldier, G-od's release 
Camo swiftly witli the seal of perfect peace 

Upon his earthly life. 

Ay, though it sorely crush 
The hearts that clung to him, poor hearts that ache, 
With yearning sense of loss — oh, for his sake 

Each -wail of anguish hush ! 

Aud yet, ye well may weop, 
Aa those "who mourned the holy martyr erst, 
On whose glad eyes Heaven's waiting glories burst, 

Before "he fell asleep." 

A hero-heart is etili. 
And oyca arc sealed ; and loving lips are mute. 
Which bore on earth tho Spirit's golden fruit, 

But peace ! It ivas God's will. 

And for our precious land — 
The land he loved, and died for in her need. 
Tho blood of heroes is the country's seed. 

As ho stood, let us stand. 

Tho Lord of hosts doth reign, 
- He crowned our soldiers," dying at their guns." 
Oh be the nation worthy of such sons — 
The noble -hearted slain. 

And so we sadly lay, 
Tet not so sadly, though with tearfiii eyes, 
A little nameless flower where he lies. 

And gently steal away. 
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LEFT ON THE BATTLE-FIELD. 

AT THE FIGHT AT SALEM, MO., 

'61. 



What, waa it a dream? am I all alone, 

In the dreary night and the drizzling rain ? 

Hist! — ah, it waa only the river's moan; 

They have left me behind with the mangled slain. 

Yes, now I remember it all too well! 

We met, from the battling ranks apart; 
.Together our weapons flashed and fell, 

And mine was sheathed in his quivering heart. 

In the cypress gloom whore the deed was done. 

It was ail too dark to see hia faee ; 
But I heard his death-groans, ono by one. 

And ho holds me still in a cold embrace. 

He spoke but once, and I could not hear 
The words he said for the cannon's roar ; 

But my heart grew cold with a deadly fear — 
O God ! I had heard that voice before! 

Had heard it before, at our mother's knee, 
When we lisped the words of our evening prayer! 

My brother ! would I had died for thee— 
This burden is more than my sou! can bear ! 
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I pressed my lips to hia deatli cold cbcek, 
And begged him to show me, by word or sign, 

Tbat he knew and forgave me ; lio could not Speal 
But he nestled his poor cold face to mine. 

The blood flowed fast from my wounded side, 
And then for a while' I forgot my pain, 

And over the lakelet we seemed to glide 
In our little boat, two boys again. 

And then, in my dream, we stood alone, 
On a forest path whore the shadows fell; 

And I heard again in the tremulous tone, 
And the tender words of his last farewell. 

But that parting was years, long years ago, 
He w^andered away to a foreign land ; 

And our dear oM mother will never know 
That he died to-night by his brother's hand." 

The soldiers who buried the dead next day, 
Disturbed not the clasp of that last embrace, 

But laid them to sleep till the Judgment day, 
Heart folded to heart, and face to face. 
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OP THE WAK.^ 



THE PICKET-GUAED. 

FIGHT AT DAM NO. 5, UPPER POTOMAO. 
DECEMBER StH, '61. 

" All quiet along the Potomac," they eay, 

" Except, now and then, a stray picket 
la shot as he walks on his beat to and fro, 

By a rifleman hid in the thicket. 
'Tis nothing — a private or two, now and then, 

Will not connt in the news of the battle ; 
Not an officer lost — only one of the men 

Moaning out, all alone, the death-rattle. " 

All C[aiet along the Potomac to-night, 

Where the soldiers lio peacefally dreaming; 
Their tents, in the rays of the clear autumn moon 

Or the light of the watch-fire, gleaming. 
A tremulous sigh, as the gentle night- wind 

Through the forest-leaves softly is creeping ; 
While stare up above, with their glittering eyes. 

Keep guard — for the army is sleeping. 

There's only the sound of the lono sentry's tread 

As he tramps from tho rock to the fountain, 
And thinks of the two in the low trundlo-bod. 

Far away in the cot on the mountain. 
His musket falls back — his face, dark and grim, 

Grows gentle with memories tender. 
As be mutters a prayer for the children asleep — 

For their mother — may Heaven defend her 1 
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The moon seems to sliine just as brightly as then, 

That night when the love yet unspoken 
Leaped up to his lips — when low murmured vows 

"Were jjledged to bo never unbroken. 
Then drawing hia sleevo roughly over his eyes, . 

He dashes off tears that are welling, 
And gathers his gun closer up to its place, 

As if to keep down the b ear t-s welling. 

He passes the fountain, the blasted pine-tree. 

The footstep is lagging and weary ; 
Yet onward be goes, thro' the broad belt of light, 

Toward the shade of the forest so dreary. 
Hark! was it the night-wind that rustled the leaves 

"Was it moonlight bo wond'rously flashing? 
It looked like a rifle— " Ha ! Mary, good-by !" 
. And the life-blood is ebbing and plashing. 

All quiet along tho Potomac to-night, 
!N"o sound save the rash of tho river ; 
While soft falls the dew on tho face of the dead — 
The picket's off duty forever I 
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THESE IS NO SEPULCHEB. 

jight at cawr alleghany, va., 
IStu, '61. 



There is no sepulchre for those who perish 
Before the cannon's mouth that speaks for Whokg; 

Their names art embalmed in hearts that cherieh. 
Them with devotion infinite and strong. 

He "who their burning impress would efface, 

'Must first exterminate their kindred race. 

But there's a grave for recreants who nourish 
The dragon's teeth with mercenary aim, 

Till realms of bloom, plague-smitten, cease to flourish, 
Aa war's volcano belches lava fiame— 

A grave fit outpost of the place where goes 

The BOul to reap the hurricane it sows. 

But not a place of rest ; for it is haunted 
By spectral remnants of the brave and fair — 

Brave oaks that stood before the axe undaunted, 
Fair flowers that mutely languished in despair — 

Once guarding and adorning their gi'cen land, 

Before the viper stung the fost'ring hand. 

No softened hearts as daylight closes linger, 
No grass nor violot spring beside that grave ; 

Tradition there directs a warning finger 
Where the rank night-shade's lurid blossoms wave. 

Though not a stone denotes the burial-sod, 

It's not unmarked by an avenging Gfod. 
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THE VOLUNTEEE. 

AFTEH THE FldHT AT MTJNFOKDBVILLE, KT., 
DECEMBEH ITtH, '61. 

"Your arm — your arm I help me across the street, 

Or the crowd will trample 'neath their feet 

One who their cause sustained at night 

On picket guard by camp-fire's light; 

"With eye of fire and nerve of stoel, 

I made the crouching fooman feel 

The lightning ehock of the Minie ball 

That whizzed through the brain at hia final fall. 

"As many comrades around him close, 

I stand the chance of outnumbering foes, 

Who shatter my leg and break my arm, 

Ere the advance-guard catch the sound of alarm. 

Paint and exhausted with losa of blood, 

I crawled to the verge of a running flood 

To slake my thirst and ease my pain : 

Nor know how long I there had lain. 

Save what they told me the following mom 

In the midst of a terrible thunder-storm. 

"We heard the signal gun laat night 
With cheerful hearts and spirits bright ; 
Our company fall, they, now are ten, 
Honest and staunch true-hearted men. 
Your brother, in the foromoat rank. 
Turning the foe's deceptive flank, 
Fell, riddled with unseen musketry 
Concealed in the branch of a distant tree , 
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"We well avenged him on the spot — 

All those that fired — now or not; 

Mo tree nor shrub o'ertops the grass 

Near the place which wo named The Bloody Pass. 

" With sullen thoughts and burning brain, 
I heard the tale of my comrades slain, 
And sprang from, the damp unfeathercd bed. 
When my wounds oozed anew, afresh they bled; 
The life-blood fell on my fevered hands, 
Moistened, as water, the parched lands, 
A torrent at last came, I could not smother. 
Bat sobbing aloud ''My brother — brother!" 

" Exhausted nature sank to rest, 
Again the wooden pillow pressed; 
I dreamt of home and peaceful lands, 
Of social, kindred, friendly bands, 
Then, striving to quell a family feud, 
Our hands were all with blood irabaed, 
Defeat or Victory were the same, 
Each struggle added grief and pain." 

" Pardon, my story seems quite old 
You've heard the same so often told 
Since war has through our countiy rung. 
And glorious deeds so oft been sung. 
That pity long has ceased to reign 
Eor wounded misery — bleeding — slain." 

Friend — " Brother soldier, say not so. 
Tears daily for our wounded flow. 
While charity, with open hand. 
Plays hostess through the suffering land; 
Those dames now passing yonder way. 
The hospitals have seen to-day, 
And to the feverish-suffering there 
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Have ministered the tenderest care. 
Come, courage, man, don't droop again. 
The brave will die ero shrink at pain ; 
This carriage enter— come with me— 
My home and family you ehall bco ; 
True hospitality and rest 
Be thine, my country's worthy guest." 

A spacious house in street Thirteen, 
"With trees that placed a shade between 
Eeceived the wounded Volunteer, 
"Where smiles of welcome beamed to cheer. 

The chamber set for guests apart, 
Gave comfort to an aching heart, 
And ne'er in battle's raging strife ; 
Contention, tried to save a life I 
More earnestly than woman's care 
Strove to preserve the Volunteer. 
But all in vain. The Doctor came 
To freshly dress his wounds again : 
The feeble pulse and flighty brain, 
Gave tokens true — skill was in vain. 

He rallied through the live long night, 
"With wandering thoughts and Absent sight, 
Seeming to mourn hia comrades slain, 
And muttering, " Boys, we'll meet again 
At taps." Then witb a feeble air. 
And moan that seemed a parting song, 
He raised his dying bands in prayer 
And sung, " We're Marching On. " 

Small the eifects and lean the store 
Of those — the wounded, weak and poor — 
His knapsacli graced the ibattle-field, 
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When serving for a bayonet shield ; 

His gun had in the river sank, 

When it had helped him to ita hank; 

A miniature all stained ivith gore 

Upon his manly breast he boro, 

But whether of mother, or loving wife. 

Sister, or a betrothed iu life. 

We ne'er shall know — the crimson stain 

Left woman only — thoughts remain. 

That even now^ with silent tear 

Some maiden mourns her volunteer. 

A lock of hair on his person found, 

With some withered flowers clinging 'round. 

And lines from a brother now no more. 

Were all the contents of hia pocket's store. 

The bair, if we judge from ita glossy flow, 

Crowned the brow of a maiden pure as snow; 

The flowers contained one blooming spot, 

'Twas the emblem of love, "forget-me-not." 

The brother's lines — their history teil — 

Both died for the land beloved so well! 

If ever valor stamped repose, 

If ever wounds from duty rose 

If ever death a glory east, 

To lead the future — name the past, 

'Twas that which heralded the bier 

Of OUT departed Yolunteer. 

The family of the stranger friend 

That led him homo, and saw his end, 

Were there — and soldiers lined the grave, 

Who three loud warlike voUies gave. 

Then left him c[uiotly abed 

In the gorged city of the dead. 

G, C. HOWAEP. 
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TOUCH THE ELBOW. 

OAMTRE OF MILFORD, MO., 
DECEMBER 18th, '61. 

"VViiere battle-music greets oui" ear 
Our guns are sighted at tlie foe, 

Then nerve the hand and banish fear, 
And, comrades, touch the elbow ! 

Home and country, patriots fire. 
Kindle our souls with fervid glow, 

And Southern traitors shall retire 
When Northmen touch the elbow ! 

A cannon shot may plow our rank, 

And through it Btrite its deadly blow ; 

Close up the space the ball made blank, 
And, comrades, touch the elbow ! 

Though many brave men bite the sod, 
And crimson heart's blood freely flow, 

Shout, as their spirits soar to God, 
On, comrades, touch the elbow ! 

Now, show the steel of which you're mads, 
The General signals march : Halloo ! 

Donble the quickstep, First Brigade — 
Charge, comrades, touch tho elbow ! 

Touch the elbow now, my boys, 

Comrades, touch the elbow ; 
Double the quickstep. First Brigade — 

Charge, comrades, touch the elbow I 

BRIG, GEN, MAHTINSALE, V. S. 
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THE SOLDIEE'S SOLILOQUY. 

CAPTURE or CAMP SHAWNEE MOUND, MO., 
DECEMKER 18tII, '6L 

The heath thia night must be my bed, 
The bracken curtain for my bead, 
My lullaby the warder's tread. 

Far, far from love aud thee, Mary. 
To-morrow eve moro stilly laid, 
My couch may be my bloody plaid, 
My vesper song thy wail, sweet maid; 

It will not waken me, Mary. 

I may not, dare not, fancy now ! 
The grief that clouds thy lovely brow, 
I dare not think upon thy vow, 

And ail it promised me, Mary. 
No fond regrets must Worman know; 
When burets Clan Alpine on the foe. 
His heart must be like bended bow, 

Ilie foot like arrow free, Mary. 

A time will come with feeling fraught j 

For if I fall in battle fought, 

Thy hapless lover's dying thought. 

Shall be a thought on thee, Mary. 
And if returned from conquered foes, 
How blithely will the evening close. 
How sweet the linnet sing repose 

To my young bride and me, Mary, 

A. 0. SKEKMAN. 
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I'LL COME BACK AGAIN. 

BEPOEE THE SECOND BATTLE AT HUDSON, MO., 
DECEMBER 20th, '61. 

Farewell, ray dear Katty, my owa darling Katty, 

The time it has come and 1 maet depart ; 
But to know that you mil think of me, darling, 

'Mid peril and danger will cheer my ead heart. 
For your bright smile of kindness will ever be near me, 

To soften my sorrow and relieve every pain ; 
And if fortune but spares me, my own darling Katty, 

When the war is all over I'll come hack again. 

Farewell, my dear Katty, my own darlii\g Katty, 

The sun it is up, and I must away; 
The hoyanow are marching and handkerchiefs waving, 

So, farewell, dear Katty, I'll no longer delay. 
You'll think of me sometimes, and pray for me, too, 

"When youhearan account of the wounded and slain; 
And if God only spares me, my own darling Katty, 

When the war is all over, I'll come back again. 

Farewell, ray dear Katty, my own darling Katty, 

One kiss now at parting, and then I'li he gone; 
The drums are a-beating, the music is playing. 

While friends with kind -words are cheering us on. 
We are fighting for honor and glory, my darling 

The rebels for plunder, and booty, and gain; 
So, when wo have whipp'd them back into submission, 

And restored the old Union, I'll come back again. 

rKANCIS B. MOETHA. 
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"WHEN THE DIN OF WAS IS ENDED. 

BATTLE OF DKANESVILLE, VA., 
DECEMBEK 20tiI, '61. 

Boiling di-ume and thundering cannon, 

Cheerful hearts Tvith smiling faces, 
Fire and sword, and fearful terrors, 

Pleasant dreams of heavenly places — 
Traitors, demons, perfect devils. 

Loyal patriotic souls. 
Broken hearts and ruined prospects, 

Fortunes caught in gilded bowls — 
Bubble, bubble, toil and ti-ouble, 

Pleasure, calmness, and delight, 
Lights and shadows liow they double, 

No alternative but fight. 
Hear the dying groana of brothers ; 

And again the songa of mirtli ; 
Hear the shrieks of mangled soldiers, 

And the gladsome songs of earth — 
Blooming fields and waving blossoms, 

Gardens filled with blessings rare, 
Man destroys what God becLueathed him, 

And rejects the good and fair — 
When the din of war is ended. 

And the sound of battle's strife, 
When our hope to live contented. 

And be happy hence through life — 
Hasten on, oh, G-od, that coming; 

Let thy righteous ways of peace. 
Spread their flowery paths before lis, 

And command that war shall cease. 
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WE WILL FIGHT AS OF OLD. 

OF CHAELESTON 
21ST, '61. 



When rebellion first awopt, with its postilent breath, 
Through our dear native land, causing terror and death, 
We vowed \ij tho martyrs who fought and who fell. 
That no foreign asfiistance its fury should quell. 
Let the trumpet and drum sound all over the land. 
Let us muster with rifle, with cannon and brand! 
And teach those proud nations, far over the sea, 
We'll fight as of old for the home of the free ! 



)Tir sireB ! Sacred spirits impart 
Strength and courage to nerve each arm and heart ! 
With a Patriot's zeal, and fidelity true. 
To conquer or die for "the red, white and blue." 
The quarrel's our own — we'U adjust it at home ; 
No false foreign power interfering aball come; 
Then never, we swear, while tho sun sheds its light, 
Shall foreign exaction set our quarrels aright. 

Our blades have to often been fleshed to the hilt; 
In the forms of our kindred, what blood we bave spilt, 
In this terrible strife ! thus proclaiming to all. 
When we fight for the right wo conquer or fall. 
Sound trumpet and drum all over the land; 
Join together in love each true heart and band — 
ITorth and South, East and West, 0, God ! we implore. 
Our glorious Union again to restore, 

H. WILTON, U. S. N. 
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FOEWAED AGAIN. 



FIGHT AT NEWPOaT NEWS, ' 

t 22nd, 'G1. 



Wave all your plumes, lordly Northern pines, 
Again to conflict like the north wind's blast j 

By all the power that Honor's self defines. 
By all tlie mem'ries of th' historic past. 

Onward to meet the foo — again press on ! 

Hurtling the iron rain, and flashing sword ; 
On I for your hattlo-fielde by valor won, 

Eing out the battle-cry with fierce accord. 

On, for the heritage of unborn men, 
On, for the ashes of yoor buried sires ; 

Bid each bright star blaze in its field again, 
And warm the martial pulso with patriot fires! 

Men of the North ! your hands are on the plow ! 

"Will ye turn back or lie down in the furrow 
Thatyehavomade? saying: "Notnow, 0, not now; 

But in tho golden splendor of to-morrow, 

"We'll do Bueh deeds, that tyi-anta on theirthronos 
Shall thrill with terror, and tho grain shall grow 

To winnowed be ere yet it is high noon. 

Upon the earth'athreshing floor! But O, not now. 

'A little longer; we must bide our time. 
He who runs fast, is suro to catch a fall," 

Men of the North ! Treason is in its prime, 

Andmustbe crushed to fragments. Know that all 
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The logic of great minds would fail to gain 
One single convert. Traitors are not born, 

But epring, full grown, from out some luety brain, 
Armed cap-a-pie, unahaven, and unehom. 

. Men of tlie North, this is no game of chance, 
A t089 up — e'en or odd — and one must win- 
As victors for tho Eight, we must advance, 
Or fold our hands, tho waiting chains within. 

God to the Rescue ! be the battle-cry, 
From Maine's pine-foreata to tho Golden Gate, 

While for the star of Promise in our sky, 
A stricken people hopeful watch and wait, 

MBS. N. OES. 



THE WAR OHEISTIAN'S THANKSGIVING. 

"Camp celebeation op Christmas day, 
1861. 

Oh ! God of Battles ! once again, 
With banner, trump and drum, 

And garments in Thy wine press dyed. 
To give Thee thajiks we come. 

No goats or bullocks garlanded, 

Unto thy altars go; 
With brother's blood, by brothers shed, 

Our glad libations flow. 

From pest-house and from dungeon foul. 
Where maimed and torn they die; 

From gory trench and charnel house. 
Where heap on heap they lie. 
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YJ"e thank Thee for the eatre's gash, 

The eanaon's'havoc wild ; 
We hless Thee for tho widow's tears, 

The want that starves her child. 

We give Thee praise that Thou hast lit 
The torch and fanned the flame ; 

That lust and rapine hunt thoir proy, 
Kind Father, in Thy namo ! 

That for the aonga of idle joy, 

False angel a sang of yore. 
Thou sondest war on earth : ill will 

To man forever more '. 

We know that wisdom, truth and right 

To US and oars are given, 
That Thou hast clothed us with the wrath 

To do the work of Heaven, 

We know that plains and oities waste, 

Are pleasant in Thine eyes; 
Thou lovest a hearth stone desolate, 

Thou lovest the n 



Teach us to hate — as Jesns taught 
Fond fools of yore, to love — 

Give us Thy vengeance as onr own — 
Thy pity hide above ! 

Where'er we tread may deserts epring, 

Till none are left to slay, 
And when the laat red drop is shed, 

We'll kneel again and pray. 
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WILL THEY WEEP FOK MB AT HOME. 

AT THE BATTLE OP MOUNT SION, MO., 

BECEMEEn 28th, '61. 

WiLTi they woep for me at home, 
When they hoar of my sad end? 
Ob ! perchance they think me well, 
With each gay and jovial friend ? 
Here I lie among the slain, 
Dearest friend as well as foe . 
Oh ! this weary burning pain I 
Ob ! tbeae painful hours of woe ! 

Do they wait at home for me, 
My sweet wife and children dear . 
I shall never see them more— 
¥or my life-blood ebbs ont here. 
For my country I shall die ; 
To her cauBo my life I yield; 
Hark ! our men have gained the day, 
Our Flag alone is on the field. 

Farewell, dear beloved wife ! 
Death la taking me now hence — 
Freely now I give my life : 
For, our Country's loved defence ! 
Then, success attend our cause; 
May we always gain the day. 
And each traitor meet his death, 
Till the last is swept away! 

WALTER WARBEN. 
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THE OLD THIRTEEN. 

BATTLE ON POKT ROYAL ISLAND, S 

i 1st, '62. 



God bless the good old thirteen states ; 

God blesa the young ones too; 
Who cares for musty birth-day dates — 

God bless thorn, old and new. 
The old ones first our freedom gained, 

In bloody fight of yore ; 
The young ones have their right maintained, 

As the old ones did before. 

No South or North, no East or "West, 

Twin sisters all they be ; 
One mother nursed them on her breast, 

And that was Liberty. 
And may the wretch whose hand ehall first 

The bond that binds them shahe, 
Be ever among men accursed — 

Oh, may it never break! 

Oh! may that banner wide extend 

O'er every land and eea. 
Without beginning, without end, 

And conquer to set free : 
Till Freedom's banner floats alone, 

A beacon in the sky, 
And m.an no other lord shall own 

But Him who rules on high. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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OUH COMEADI 



OP FOET 
JANUARY 2d, '62. 

Where tangled boughs of fadeless evergreen, 

Their emerald canopy o'er earth out-spread, 
Shielding bis pale face from the sun's bright sheen, 
Our Willie lay, with pale and bloodless mien, 
Therewith the mangled dead. 

The wind that through the tangled cedars sighed, 

Back from his pallid brow, swept the brown hair. 
And kissed his cheek, as oft, bending beside 
His couch, his mother kissed her boy, her pride, 
And blessed him, sleeping there. 

No mother blessed him when his young life iled, 

But on the chilly earth bis warm blood flowed, 

And on his couch of death no tears were shed — 

To his loved ones no farewell words were said — 

No parting kiss bestowed. 

We laid him there within his narrow grave, 

And heaped the damp earth o'er his lifeless form ; 
He sleeps beside a comrade true and brave, 
Who with his last look saw our banner wave 
In the fierce battle-storm. 

No more the startling bugle greets his ear; 

The rolling drum calls him to come no more, 
When its loud notes bespeak the foeman near j 
No more will he the shouts of victory bear — 
His warfare now is o'er. 

ELRINE MAY. 
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MY COUNTEY-WOMEW. 

CAPTURE OF BIG BETQEL, VA., 
3d, 'G2. 



Think ye to night of the poor weary soldier 
Lying wounded, and bleeding, far, far from hishome? 

With the dreams of his youth, thehopes of hiamanhood, 
O'ershadowed, and chill'd by the gloom of the tomb. 

For his country he left the dear home of his childhood 
And wandered afar, over mountain and plain; 

The sun's burning raye and the cold dew of evening 
Eelaxed hia strong muscles and fevered hia brain. 

Prom the long weary march he raahed into battle 
To fight for our freedom — our Nation to save; 

The carnage was fearful, and deadly the struggle, 
Ere be fell as a warrior, bo faithful and brave. 

Oh, Sisters ! how holy and blessed our mission — 
To comfort the hearts that have bled for us all, 

To whisper the words of Bivine consolation 
To soldiers just resting, before their last call, — 

To fight tho dread battle, where man must surrender 
To Death, his relentless, unchangeable foe, 

No fond arm of mother or sister upholds him, 
Ae he sinks in the anguish of silence and woe. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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THE TWO 8HABPSH00TBES. 

BATTLE OP IIUITONSVILLE, W. VA., 

r 4th, '62. 



Two men went out from the fire-lit camp 

111 the autumn midnight gray; 
Over the quaking, croaking swamp 
To the edge of the woodland still and damp, 

"With rifle and spade went they. 

A hunting owl wailed out to its young, 

And the picket stood as still 
In the meadow below as the shadows flung 
By the beaded tent lights thickly strung 

On the silver-threaded rill. 

'Twas !ong oro the picket moved away, 

And there was no time to lose; 
The pits must be dug by dawn of day : 
Said one, " We are digging graves, I say ;" 

And the other whispered, " Whoso F" 

With the morning light a column of steel 

Moved upward along the hilt 
Toward the hidden pits, but a double peal 
Close in the front made the column reel 

A moment, and then stand still. 

The check won a battle-field that day; 

On the morrow the dead were laid 
Head to foot in a trench of clay ; 
But two apart in the front that lay 

Were buried without a spade. 

W. H. LONGFELLOW. 
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WHAT PA THINKS. 

JANXTAEY 8th, '62. 

Pa thinks of Bloomy toddling down 

Before 'tis fairly light, 
In hia night-cap and loose night-gown, 

And wishes for a sight. 
"With dean-washed face, smooth-combed hair, 

Pa thinks 'twould him delight, 
To sec his Bloomy place each chair 

Around the table right. 

And then to see him seated there, 

By pancake good and light, 
Buttered and lassied, cut up square, 

Pa thinks would he a sight. 
Pa thiiika of prayer time, and the kiss 

That does each one delight. 
And wiehea he could share the bliss 

Of taste as well aa sight. 

Or with Eomy going to the barn, 

To see if all is right. 
And feed the geese a little com, 

"Were worth a cent a sight; 
Pa 'd march thro' mud, march thro' rain, 

By darkness and day-light. 
If he could only get again 

Of his two boys a sight. 

A PRIV.WE OP 110th n. v. s. v. 
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WHEN MY LOVER RETURNS. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF BLUE GAP, VA., 
JANUARY 9th, 'G2. 

Oh, my bird, my beautiful bird! 

SiDg no more to-day; 
The saddest maiden under the Bun 
I must be, till thia weary war is done ; 

For my lover has gone away. 

Ah I youT voice could never drop aa it does 
Down through those slender bars ; 

If you ever had loved a soldier lad, 

And he was all the fi-iend you had, 
And was gone away to the wars, 

Yoii are quiet now I too ctuiet, my bird, 

To suit my restless mood; 
'Tis fearful to feel the house so still. 
Sing out again, till you sing your flllj 

I shall die with solitude I 

Yet low^, aing low, while ho is gone 
To flght for the stripes and stars; 
I would not hear your voice ring out. 
Till it blends itself M'ith the nation's shout. 
When my lover comes from the wars. 

You must sing for ua both in that blessed day, 

When I welcome my soldier boy; 
For my eyes will to dim with the happy tear, 
And my heart will come to my lip so near, 
That I cannot speak for joy ! 
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THE DTIISTG DRUMMER BOY. 



AFTER THE BATTLE OF CEDAR : 

r 13th, '62. 



" I AM dying comrades, raise my head 

And place it on my drum, 
I've long time feared, and yet I hopedj 

This timo might never come. 
'Tia not tecanee I fear to die — , 

No ! — I would rather yield 
A thousand Uvea, if they were mine, 

Than we should lose the field. 

" But 'tia because within my home, 

Now many milea away, 
I see my aged mother Imeel 

At eventide to pray. 
And 'tis for me, her only son, 

She offers up that prayer ; 
She prays that He who reigns ahove^ 

Her only child will spare. 

" She little thinks that on the field, 

All wet with crimson gore. 
Her darling boy is dying now — ■ 

rihe ne'er will see him more. 
But, comrades, tell her, ere she dies. 

What were my last words here — 
(And then he raised hia glassy eyes) 

I'll watch for her up there." 
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WHAT TIDINGS FROM THE CAMP. 



BATTLE OP MILL f 

lANUARY 19th, '62. 

Mt brotliar and loved soldier friend, 

How fareat thou in the camp to-night ? 
To thee love's greetings now I send, 

As from my jjeaceful homo I write. 
"Within thy tent, or oat " on guard "— 

On "picket " guard, God shield thee e'or; 
Or in the battle raging hard, 

God shield thee still shall he my prayer. 

What tidings are there from the camp, 

What news from the seat of war, to night? 
Dost hear the sentry's measured tramp? 

Dost sit beside the eamp-flre bright ? 
O, brother mine, and soldier-friend, 

I charge thee tell how speeds the fight ? 
Is Treason's might soon to have end? 

"Will it soon dawn Freedom's day-light? 

What tidings are there from the war ? 

"What do our troops — and what the foe ? 
0, by all things which righteous arc. 

Strike ! — to give Treason its death blow ! 
Advance our standards ! — forward, march ! 

Forward to battle and to fame ! 
And 'neath Heaven's blue, ethereal arch. 

Act valor worthy of our name, 

JAMES A. C. o'CONNOR. 
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WHAT NEWS FEOM THE WEST, 
fort uenbt, tenn., 
6th, '62. 



" Did'st hear the news, just irom the West ?" 

In thrilling tones salute the ear ; 
The traitors that our land infest, 

Are driven back with groan and fear — 
And Mississippi with the streams, 

That pour their life into her flood. 
Reflect our flag in victory's beania, 

Sustained by men of loyal blood. 

The Sun of Liberty now shines 

With lustre bright and unsubdued. 
And blasted are the dark designs 

Of all promoters of the feud. 
From prairie-homea the warriors come, 

From homes upon the lakes green banks. 
To render treason fearful, dumb, . 

And terrify Eebellion's ranks. 

Fort Henry's ramparts 'neath the folds 

Of Freedom's emblem nobly stand j 
And where the battle's thunder rolls 

To tell of Victory to our land, 
What glad event was it that woke 

All patriot hearts from mount to shore ? 
It was the fight that Treason broke. 

The grandest onset of the war ! 

THO. ELLIS. 
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OE FILL AN OCEAN GEAYB. 



THE CAPTURE OV ROANOKE ISLAND , 

ruBRUARY 8th, '62. 

Though many a year of Peace has come, 
Since on the wat'ry plain, 

We wrenched the trident from 
The Empress of the main : 

Since Lawrence, with his ebbing breath, 

Inspir'd his gallant erew, 
Or over Erie, darlc with death, 

Oar Peny'a thunder flew : 

The blood of valiant men tliat ivet 

Our battle-decks of yore. 
Leaps in oui' ocean -warriors yet, 

"When naval thunders roar. 

Off Carolina's coast our fleet, 
By brave men's skill controlled, 

O'er Roanoke's forts, the standard siieet 
Of Union has unrolled. 

Yet, 'mid our triumphs, let us weep 

For Montei! and the brave, 
"Who, 'neath the sands of I 

Or fill an ocean grave. 
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AEM POE THE FIGHT ! 

CAPTURE 0)? ELIZABETH CITY, N. C, 
FEBHUAUY IIth, 'G2. 

Akm for the flglit ! The cry goes forth, 

Thro' the Eastern States, thro' the West andNorth, 

As loud as the SJirge of the mighty sea 

It bursts from the lips of the brave and free. 

Strike for God and the Eight ! 
Traitors shall never Our Union sever, 
Our Elag shall wave o'er the land forever, 

Patriots I Arm for the fight ! 

Arm for the fight ! There haa blood been shed, 
And vengeance must fall on the traitor's head; 
We have sued for peace— but wo sne no more — 
That .vain hope is past, that dream is o'er. 

Strike for G-od and the Eight ! 
Unfurl your flag to the winds of Heaven, 
And let three cheers as it floats be given, 

Patriots ! Arm for the fight ! 

Arm for the fight! Hear the eagle cry, 
Aa wounded he soars 'mid the clouds on high ; 
From hie trembling pinions drips the gore, 
And it falls on the City of Baltimore — 

Strike for God and the Right 1 
By the force of arms keep Our Kation free ; ■■ 
let our country's flag wave o'er land and sea, 

Patriots ! Arm for the fight ! 

h. AUGUSTUS JONES. 
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WHEEE MY COMRADE IS SLEEPING. 



OF EDKNTON AND PLYMOUTH CITY, N, C, 
FEBBUARY 12th, '62. 

Softly now the shades of evening 

Gently fall through twilight air, 
Nature drapes the sun in darkness, 

Aa some weary maiden fair 
Droopa with sleep her jetty lashes 

O'er her eye, so piercing bright. 
While afar on distant mountains 

Sweep the noiaelesa wings of Wight. 

Lonely dreams now pass before me, 

Dismal hues ray thoughts assume, 
While the deep'ning stealthy shadows 

Stamp my eoul wth half their gloom; 
And I mourn my dearest comrade. 

Sleeping in his silent grave, 
'Neath the shadow of that fortress 

Looming o'er the Southern wave. 

Have ye seen a Northern cottage, 

Underneath whose hanging eaves 
Gleam the sceptres which old Winter 

There in sparkling beauty leaves 7 
Saw ye sunbeams in the morning, 

Quench their life blood with their flre 'I 
Aa they melt they gleam the brighter, 

Smiling sweetly, they expire. 
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Tlius tlie eoul of the departed 

Saw in death no hideous gloom — 
Shuddcr'd not to see before him 

A short pathway to the tomb. 
Fixed his eyes on bright-winged seraphs, 

Saw their crowns of starry hue, 
Smiled to hear their shouts of welcome, 

Ab his glad soul upwards flew. 

Like the breast of some huge sea-bird, 

Sleeping on the tossing foam, 
Crowned with plumes of shining emerald 

Climbs to Heav'n — his island homo. 
There, with tear-wet eyes, a mother, 

Long with ceaseless grief will mourn, 
And her gray hairs grow yet whiter, 

"Weeping for her brave first born. 

Take, oh grave, the earthen casket 

To itB kindred dust again, 
But the gem that gave it beauty, 

Sparkles now where seraphs reign ; 
Should the gold forever glitter 

Undiaturbod, in native clay ? 
Bather cleanse it, till its brightness 

Pictures back the heavenly ray. 

W- E. CREDESLEV. 
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THE NIGHT GUAED. 

CAPTUBE OP SPBINQriELD, MO., 
FEBKUARY 13th, '62. 

The march was o'er — the toilsome march, 

Through forest dark, and tangled wild — 
Each soldier sought his couch of leaves. 

And slumbered like a wearied child. 
The swift Potomac coursed along 

Beside thom, like a silver thread. 
And mingling with itg rushing tide 

Came echoes of tho sentry's tread. 

The watch-flre's out — no tell-tale light 

Must point tho foe to where thej laj, 
While thus they slept beneath the trees, 

And dreamed the starry night away. 
In hours like these, of hurried rest, 

In whom to trust they know full well; 
They slept in peace beneath the care 

Of tried and trusted sentinel. 

He, with careful, steady step, 

Walked to and fro among the trees, 
With eager ear to catch each sound 

That reached him coming with the breeze. 
The rustling branches, sighing winds, 

Each dying leaf that slowly fell, 
Were heard, and not a sound escaped 

Tho trusted watchful sentinel. 

GEO. p. BOTOINE, 
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ONE TO BE FOBEVEE MORE. 

CAPTORE OP BOWLING GHEHN, KY., 
FEBRUARY 14TfI, '62 

Freemen ! one more eacred pleasure 

Should oiir festal day employ; 
Seraph voices, tuneftil measure 

To express a nation's joy. 
Bright eyes gleaming, tanners streaming, 

Gay bells pealing through the land; 
All uniting, all are plighting 

Heart to heart, and Land to hand; 

For our country undivided, 

For the pledge our fathers signed, 
For that law supreme provided 

Eaee and sect as one to hind. 
And though treasure without measure 

We must lavish to defend, — 
And though perish all wo cherish, 

We will neither yield nor hend, — 

Till our flag, in honor planted, 

Float again o'er sea and shore, 
And what rebel hands have flaunted 

Shall usurp its place no more ! 
Then regretting and forgetting 

Fancied wrongs and needless war, 
God that made us one, will aid ns 

One to be forever more. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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LEFT WOUNDED ON THE FIELD. 

AT THE CAPTURE OF FORT D0NEL80N, TENN., 
FEBRUARY 16tH, '61. 

How like a mighty avalancbe 

Our brave boys sweep upon the foe, 
Segardiess of the fearfal Are, 

Which lays so many heroes low ! 
On ! on ! into the storm of death ! 

Tip ! up ! before those iron throats. 
Which pour destruction in their ranks, 

And shake the earth with thunder notes !- 

Great, fearful gapa are in their lines. 

The slain in heaps lie in their track, 
Yet not a sign of falteriag — 

Tet not a thought of turning back ! 
On, on they press, 'till hand to hand 

The soldiers struggle in the fight, 
God give our men the victory, 

God give the battle to the right ! 

But human valor cannot stand 

Such awful carnage as they meet ; 
And then is given the command 

To cease the combat, and retreat. 
Amid the rebels' hideous yells, 

And fearful shouts of victory. 
Our shattered forces leave the field. 

Where they have fought so gallantly. 
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There, on that awful battle plain, 

Our dead and wounded soldiers lie, 
With none to bind their bleeding wounds, 

Or hear their last words eve they die. 
We hear their piteous cries for drink, 

Bom to our ears in dying tones — ■ 
"We hear their feeble calls for help, 

But cannot heed their dying groans. I 

The omel foo with dev'lish hate, 

"Watch closely all who leave a trench, 
To minister to wounded friends, 

And seek their burning thirst to ([uonch. 
And from their strongholds quickly send, 

A bullet which may fatal prove. 
To all who venture on the field, 

Upon this holy work of love! 

Half-way between ns and the foe, 

Our leader brave, disabled laid, 
And oh ! 'twaa truely terrible, 

To hear his agonizing cries for aid. 
Ho called for drink incessantly; 

But who could ease his dreadful woe? 
'Twas certain death to venture there — 

And who will venture there to go 7 

A man stepped forth — a martyr brave — 

To give his life for noble deedj 
And all his comrades gathered 'round. 

To bid the noble youth God speed I 
His features glowed with calm resolve, 

And tears were seen in many eyes, 
He grasped their hands and turned away, 

Amid the soldier's sad " good byes." 
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How anxiously they on him gaze, 

As 'mid the fallen ones he treads; 
"Will he return to them again, 

Or Bleep with them on gory heda ? 
"Will he succeed and gain the side 

Of him who led them on to-day? 
Will he relieve the sufferer, 

Before hia life is snatched away? 

Still safe he hravely pushes on 

Amid a atorm of leaden hail ! 
He's almost there — one moment more — 

Will he succeed ? or will be fail? 
See, see, he kneels, and places now 

Hia canteen to the soldier's lips — 
God grant our leader may imhibe 

New life with every drop he eips. 

Our hero rises I can it be 

He'll safely yet return to ua ? 
Oh, God of battles ! we now pray 

That Thou wilt kindly will it thus ! 
Another shower of bullets fall — 

Will he escape this as before ? 
Alaa 1 behold him stagger — fall ! 

Ah! Heaven has gained one martyr more I 

The days paeacd on — ^we toiled away, 

Aasured tho fortress soon must fall; 
And how we cheered when wo behold 

The white flags wavo along the wall. 
The place was ours ! and victory 

Had perched upon our banner bright. 
Treason was humbled in the dust 

Before the all-triumphant Eight ! 
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THE DTIWG SOLDIEE. 

WINTON VILLAGK, N. C, 

FEBRHAEY 19th, '62, 

The grim-visaged cannon Lad ceased to roar, 

And hushed was the musketry's rattle ; 
The hright-flasbing sabre, all dripping with gore. 

Lay in peace on the red field of battle; 
The warm golden sunlight flooded the plain ; 

The night-wind was mournfully sighing, 
And bore on its bosom, again and again, 

The groans of the wounded and dying. 

On blood-crimsoned turf, with bright eyes upturned 

To the smoke-hidden heavens above him, 
A dying youth lay, while his manly heart yearned 

For his homo and the friends who had loved him j 
Yet firmly he clings to his sabre red. 

Though sharp are the pains through Mm darting ; 
And the glaze o'er his eyes, which shuts out the dead 

Tells that body and spirit are parting, 

A smilo wreathes the lips that once were so sad. 

As he looks on the smoky cloud o'er him ; 
Life's shadowing twilight flits o'er his head, 

And visions of home dance before him. 
His father, with tottering step, he sees. 

And hears the sweet voice of his mother j 
And, fronting the door, the wide -spreading trees, 

Where he played with his sister and brother. 
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Yet another viaion now meets hia gaze, 

With joy it advances to meet him ; 
The loved playmate of hia youthful days 

Comes forth, with her parents, to greet him, 
The blood-stained sabre now falla from his hand 

To hi8 feet in triumph he started ; 
And then, with a groan, fell back to the sand, 

"While his spirit, to meet them, departed ! 



THE LAST MAK AT HIS GUK. 

AT THE BATTLE 01' SORT GSAIG, NEW MEXICO. 

Alone, amid bis comrades slain, 

Upon tho crimson battle field, 
'Mid death and dire destruction's reign — 

He will not fly — he will not yield ! 
Bat coolly aits, upon his gun. 

Now silent in the battle's roar 
His duty nobly, bravely done — 

He falls — the last — one martyr more 1 
"Will ever traitors perish thus, 

Or stand before such a foe as be, 
"With such brave men to fight for «s, 

Base treason's doomed eternally ! 
Ah! hero brave! thy noble name 

"We'll breathe around our peaceful fires — 
Tell childrens' children of thy fame. 

When we are old and white-haired sires ! 

J. GORnON EMMONS. 
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MY GEANDFATHEE'S SWOED. 



OF WASHINGTON 3 BIRTH-DAY 



How I used to love, when a iappy boy, 

To roam through, theao old halls 
In my father's house, and wondering gaze 

At the portraits on the walls. 
Eat there was one thing I loved more than all 

Of the relics around me stored. 
'Twas the rusty old weapon that hung on the wall, 

My grandfather's old heavy sword. 

Cheerless and cold was this lonely ball, 

Cheerless and dark as night, 
And oft have I crept along the wall 

And opened a shutter to let in light ; 
Then I'd climb on a chair, with cautious air, 

Fearing I might be heard, 
With trembling hand unclasp the band, 

And take down my grandfather's sword. 

With awe I would gaze and hold my breath, ■ 

As I drew from its scabbard the blade. 
And think of the old man's fearful death, 

And the grave where he was laid 
I looked on the w^capon in fond delight; 

I thought of the tales I adored, 
How my grandsire fell on Bunker Hill's height, 

Waving that blood-stained sword. 
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'When I hung it up I'd ateal away 

To the " green," whei'e the school boys used to play, 
And tjll the hoys of our country's foes, 

"Who fell in the strife 'neath my grandeiroB blows. 
How my heart throbs now while I think of home, 

And memory's tears all silently come 
When I think of the hall with old trophies stored, 

I sigh when I gaze on my grandfather's sword 

L, AUGUSTUS JONES. 



THE SPECTEAL WAREIOR. 

OAPTUBE OP NASHVILLE, TENN., 
FEBRUARY 23 D, '62. 

A MAIDEN muaod as the day grow dim. 

And the stars encamped in the "West ; 
The pine tree flourished its dusky limb, 
As if beating time as the breeze's hymn, 

Seemed chanting a soul to rest. 
The wires were warm with the news of strife 

On Virginia's stricken sod; 
And she thought of one who had pledged hia life. 
Whose scarlet sash for hia battle-knife, 

She had girt with a prayer to God. 
Like blasted figs on a sterile shore. 

Life's flowers bestrewed her heart: 
The Past unfolded a radiant store. 
But the blossoms were sore that the Future bore, 

And she saw its last depart. 
Her soul was wrung into tears, and she wept ; 

Hope gilded her thoughts no more ; 
When midnight came at the lattice she slept, 
And a cairn o'er her soul as softly crept, 

Aa the moonlight over the floor. 
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Did loaves ruatle then ! they're mute as the dewj 

The moonlight iled from the floor, 
As a phantom warrior, clad in blue, 
A -weird and a sombre shadow threw, 

As be entered the closed door. 
Like a fire that glow^a in a darkling cave, 

Or cannon flame from a fort, 
His eye from its sunken socket gave 
Unearthly llglit— the badge of the grave, 

"With a mystic meaning fraught. 
With a banner graaped in his bony band, 

And the scarlet sash she bound, 
She saw her spectral lover stand, 
With a mortal wound where the Southern brand. 

His life-stream sought and found. 
He w^aved his hand; with a sound as before, 

He vanished like April's flake ; 
The moonlight slumbered again on the floor, 
But the calm returned to her soul no more, 

And she shrieked herself awake. 
She knew the worst ; and her eye was clear 

When she stood at the village well, 
And a wounded soldior sho chanced to hear 
.Relate with many an honest tear. 

How her Spartan lover fell. 
The colors he bore through the flery eleet. 

Ere the foe was put to rout. 
And planted it at tho fooman's feet. 
Where he smiling sank, and hia dying heat 

Was poured in a battle-sboufc. 
Above to graves in the twilight dim. 

Like a mourner sore opprest ; 
The pine tree tosses its dusky limb, 
And is beating time as the breeze's hymn, 

Is chanting two souls to rest. 

flLABKNCS B. BUHLEB. 
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VE LOOKED AGAIN UPON HIS FACE. 

CAPTURE OS FAYETTEVILLE, ARK., 
FEBRUARY 24tH, '62. 

Say ia one's country dearer than one's husband ? 

I scarce oan toli you even now, 
Tho' livelong montha the grave sod has been folded 

Across my husband's marble brow. 
I know it was a sunny day in August, 

Though I scarce saw its brightness then, 
With a firm step and proud high bearing, 

He joined those flics of noble men. 

Who, loving their grand country bettor 

Than life, or home, or aught else dear, 
Went forward, in their hands their young life holding, 

With sense of duty, such as conquers fear. 
I sometimes thought that if in glorious battle 

His name was written on the list of killed, 
As 'twas for country, so no murmur should escape me. 

No eyes drop tears, though ever so well filled. 

But not his fate to die for country q\iiekly, 

With crimson life blood oozing from bis breaat, 
But in the dreary irarda of far-off hospital, 

At Danville he at last found rest. 
And when his father tried to get him a short furlough 

I thought that they would surely grant him this. 
He brought not him, but a closely fastened coffin, 

That held a soldier's form, but 'twas not his. 
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Slow, weary aays went on, theu eame a message; 

"Come now, and you shall have your Bon;" 
Thewords once brought hope, but then lonly waited — 

I knew that his life-work was done. 
We looked again upon bis faco, and calm and smiling 

Was the look bis features wore. 
It was the peace from hia bright soul reflected. 

Amid the glories of the further shore. 



My little boy upon my kneo begins to babble now, 

And aaks me when hia papa will come home, 
And I can only weep, and sob, and turn away, 

And cannot tell him he will never come. 
And so I fold him closer to my heart, and sit 

Witbin the lengtben'd shadow of that grave, 
But I will struggle on thro' life alone content, 

If livea like his can our lov'd country save. 

c. H. hankitm;. 



I WOULD SEND YOU A KISS. 

BATTLE OP bird's POINT, MO., 
FEBEUARY 28, '62. 

I WOULD send you a kisa dear daughter, 

As pure from a fond father's lips. 
And as chaste as the drop of water, 

That fresh from an icicle drips; 
But kisses thus sent in a letter 

Would lose all their sweetness for thee, 
And I know it would please thee far better 

To receive a few "greenbacks" from me : 
I therefore send you this nice little sonnet. 
Instead of the greenbacks to buy a new bonnet. 
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THE MONAECH OF THE WEST. 



■: OF BRUNSWICK. GA., 

MARCH 2d, '62. 

The war-cloud crossed the battle plain, 

And heroes bloody in the fight, 
Pushed on among the mangled slain, 

To strike for Liberty and Eight ! 
Of all the banners waving there, 

"Was one more honored than tho rest — 
The Stars and Stripes, that kissed the air, 

And sang, " I'm Monarch of the West '." 

Columbia's Eagle in the sky, 

Peered down upon the smoky plain ; 
And as the war shouts rose on high, 

He " victory" echoed back again I 
Then Heaven's archways loudly rung 

"With melodies from those at rest, 
And angel-voices sweetly sang, 

" Long reign the ' Monarch of the West.'' 

Then Peace came pleading on the field. 

To stop the fearful seenoa of woe ; 
And Mercy, she had gently kneeled, 

To soothe the dying friend or foe; 
And while our banner waved on high, 

With "Victory" written on its crest — 
A nation's prayers sped to the sky, 

" God bless the ' Monarch of the West.' " 
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Thus wben a tliousand years Lave passed, 

And this fair land 13 gray with age, 
Shall not these deeds of glory last, 

As jewels on Time's mighty page ? — 
And all the earth resound with praise, 

For those who hravely stood the test, 
Thus perilled all, in darker days, 

To save the " Monarch of the West 1 " 

ROBERT M. HART. 



THE EXTEA. 

AFTER THE CAPTUBG OF COLUMBUS, KY , 
MARCH 3d, '62. 

The day had passed, and stillness reigned, 

Where all was toil, and care, and strife ; 
Grim twilight drew her shadows o'er 

The varied scenes of bnay life. 
One hy ono tho stars peeped forth ; 

High in the heavens the moon arose, 
Covering the earth with silv'ry light. 

While wearied nature woo'd repose. 

Sleep sought tho couch of rich and poor, 

Eelieving sorrow's poignant smart ; 
Por a time" at least, peace held full away ; 

Contentment cheer'd each restless heart. 
Through happy dreamJand fancy stray'd, 

Gulling flowers of brightest hue, 
Tor all seemed fair — ^but nature slept 

To wake again with grief anew. 
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One by one the hours passed by 

Twelve o'clock, and all seemed well; 
On the -watchman's ear most solemnly 

Fell the EtrokeB of the midnight bell; 
When suddenly, as if hy magic, 

Loud shouting came from far and near; 
People leap'd to the windows qnick, 

And trembling stood in dread and fear. 

" Extra," " extra." " extra," " extra," 

" Another glorious victory !" 
Cried the newsboy, madly running 

Thro' the silent, slumh'ring city. 
In eager haste the news was read, 

Describing how they fought and died ; 
Another battle had boen fought and won, 

And thousands killed on either side. 

No names were given. The bulletin 

Said all had fought as fight the brave. 
For country, home, and liberty; 

Each gain'd a soldier's honored grave. 
And many a prayer was said that night 

For trusty friends, and lovers dear, 
And callous hearts, in pity moved. 

E'en shed the sympathetic tear. 

Ear away from home and kindred, 

We'er to see the light of day ; 
Ear away from those that loved them. 

Cold and ghastly now they lay. 
No useless cof&ns to enclose them, 

Neither hearse nor funeral train, 
Not e'en a stone to mark the spot. 

Where nobly fighting they were slain. 
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THE EAGLE'S REPLY— AN ALLEGOEY. 

AT THE BATTLE Of FEA RIDOE, ARK., 
MARCH 7th, '62. 

I've bathed my plumes in the golden rays 

Of the day-god's morning beam, 
And slept on the clouda aa they idly lay 

Like fairies in a dream. 
I've Bcreamed aloud with the tempest too 

Since God first gave us light, 
I've ever been to the brave and true 

A talisman for right. 

I've sailed above in the ether blue, 

When the world was calm below; 
From mountain tops I've sipped the dew, 

Or played with the glistening snow. 
I've slowly sailed o'er the battle-field, 

"When the day of strife was o'er, 
And saw on the dying soldier's shield, 

The bird of their native shore. 

But I've never placed my weary feet 

'Neath the roof of a tempic high, 
"Where traitor hearts each Sabbath meet, 

And our banner does not fly. 
I've never bent my back to hold 

That sacred book of earth, 
"Where priests with sermons darit and cold, 

Can never know its worth. 
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I claim no kin to the Alta's Lird, 

But hold it in disdain, 
And aek the while if it ever heard 

Columbia'B melting strain. 
And the Nation's flag shall ener wave 

While I part the aira of heaven, 
And I'll over he to the loyal hrave 

Their emblem God haa given. 



ZOBA. 



THE LORD IS IN THE STEII-B. 

CAPTURE OF FORT CLI^■CiI, ST. MARY's, FLA. 
MAECH 7th, '62. 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of 

The coming of the Lord, 
He ia trampling out the vintage, 

Where the grapes of wrath are stored ; 
A;id hath loosed the fearful lightning 

Of his terrible swift eword. 

I have see Him in the watchfires 

Of a hundred circling camps ; 
They have builded him an altar. 

In the evening dews and damps ; 
I can road His righteous sentence 

By the dim and iiaring lamps. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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DEATH OF HIS SON. 

SINKINQ OF THE U. S. FEIGATK CUMBERLAND, 
AT HAMPTON nOADS, VA., 



At anchor in Hampton Eoada we lay. 

On board of the Cumberland sloop-of-war ; 
And at times from the fortress across the bay 
The alarum of drums swept pastj 
Or a hugle-blaet 
From the camp on shore. 

Then far away to the South uprose 

A little feather of enow-whito amoke, 
And we knew that the iron ship of our foes 
Was steadily steering its course 
To try the force 
Of our ribs of oak. 

Down upon us heavily runs, 

Silent and sullen, the floating fort j 
Then comes a puff of smoke from her guns, 
And leaps the terrible death, ^ 
With fiery hreath. 
Prom each open port, 

Wo are not idle, but send her straight 

Defiance back in a full broadside ! 
As hail rebounds from a roof of slate. 
Rebounds our heavier hail 
Prom each iron scale 
Of the monster's hide. 
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" Strike your Sag ! " the retel cries, 

In his arrogant old plantation strain. 
" Never ! " our gallant Hero replies ; 
" It ia better to sink than to yield I " 
And the whole air pealed 
"With the cheers of our men. 

Then, like a krakon huge and black, 

She crushed our ribs in her iron grasp ! 
Down went the Cumberland all a wreck. 
With a sudden shudder of death, 
And the cannon's breath 
For her dying gasp. 

Nest morn, as the sun rose over the bay, 

StDl floated our flag at the mainmast- head. 
Iiord, how beautiful was that day 1 
Every waft of the air 
"Was a whisper of prayer, 
Or a dirge for the dead. 

Ho! brave hearts that went down in the seas! 

Ye are at peace in the troubled stream. 
Ho I brave land! with hearts like these, 
Thy flag, that is rent in twain, 
Shall be one again. 
And without a seam ! 

W. HENRY LOSarELLOW. 
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THE MOITITOil AND MEEEIMAC. 

NAVAI. ENGAGEMENT OFE NEWPORT NEWS, VA., 
MARCH 9tH| '62. 

Oh, cororadea, come gather and join in my ditty, 

It's of a terrible battle which happened of late, 
Let each TJnion tar drop a sad tear of pity. 

While I think on the once gallant Cumberland's fate. 
On the 9th day of March told a terrible story. 

And many a brave tar to this world bid adieu, 
Our flog it Avaa wrapped in a mantle of glory 

By the heroic deeds of the Cumberland's crew. 

On that ill-fated day, about ten in the morning, 

The sky it was cloudless, and bright shone the sun, 
■Whenthedrums of the Cumherlandsoundeda warning 

Which told every seaman to stand by his gun ; 
Then an iron-elad frigate down on us came bearing. 

And it high in the air the rebel flag flew. 
The penant of treason she proudly was wearing. 

Determined to conquer the Cumberland's crew. 

Up steps our bold captain with stem resolution. 

Says, boys at this monster we'll ne'er be dismayed, 
We swore to maintain oar beloved Constitution, 

And to fight for our country wo are not afraid, 
We'll fight for the Union, for our cause it is glorious. 

To the Stars and the Stripes we'll ever prove true, 
We will sink at our quarters or conquer victorious. 

He was answered by cheers of the Cumberland crew. 
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Our gallant ship opened, her guns roared liko thunder, 

Her broadside liko hail on the rebels did pour. 
The people gazed, and struck with ten'or and wonder. 

When the shots strnckher side and they glanced o'er. 
But the pride of our navy ne'er could be daunted, 

Tho' dead and wounded on the decks were strew, 
The Flag of our Union ; it boldly was planted, 

Sustained by the blood of the Cumberland's crew. 

When the traitors found cannon could not avail them. 

While fighting our heroes with God on oar side. 
The power of Hecessia had no power to quail them, 

Tho' blood from her scuppers crimsoned the tide. 
She struck her amid ships, her plank she did sever, 

With sharp iron prow, pierced our noble ship thro' ; 
But still, as she sunk in the dark rolling river. 

We'll die at our gtine, cried the Cumberlaad's crew. 

Oh ! slowly they sank in Tirginia's watersk 

Their voiceB on earth will never be heard more, 
TheywillbewoptforbyOolumbia's sons and daughters 

May their blood be avenged on Virginia shore. 
In that blood stained grave they are silently lying. 

And their soul has forever to this world bid adieu ; 
Tet the Star Spangled Banner above them is flying, 

It was nailed to the mast by the Cumberland's crow. 

Oh I Columbia thebirth right of freedom's communion 

Our flag never floated so proudly before, 
For the spirit of those who died for the XJnion, 

Above its broad folds does exultingly soar. 
And whenever in battle, our sailors assemble, 

God bless our dearbanner the Red, White and Blue, 
Beneath its bright stars we'll cause tyrants to tremble 

Or die at our guns, like the Cumberland's crew 

ONE OF THE CHEW. 
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OF THE WAR. 



TWO ARMIES, BUT OH"E NATIOM" STILL. 



MARCH 10th, '62. 

Lay before me now the volume, 

Let me se^ircK it o'er and o'er, 
Erom the Alpha to Omega, 

Thro' the course of peace and war — 
Through the history of nations 

"Who have raised and passed away — 
That I may find a precedent 

Equaled by this of to-day ! 

Here we have two armies standing 

Face to face, prepared for flght ; 
Neither falt'ring, neither fearing, 

Both declaring for the Eihht ! 
Cry it to the waiting nations 

TUl the sonnd the world shall fill : 
Proves it not, tho' war divides tis. 

We are human brothers still ? 

Hero wo have two armies waiting 

On their arras, prepared for strife. 
Beady at the first stern order 

To destroy each other's life ! 
Why is this ? — ^why not the order 

"Which with war the land shall fill? 
Is it not that love of Union 

Pleads between the brothers still ? 
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Here -we have two armies halting, 

Waiting but tlie word " Engage," 
To shake the earth with their fierce battle, 

And the heavens jar with rage ! 
What forbids the lips to utter 

To tho armies that command ? 
Is it not dear Freedom pleading 

For the welfare of her land ? 

Ah, 'tis Equity and Justice 

Interposing for the Laws ! 
It ia Liberty and mercy 

Pleading with the God of wars ! 
Cry this to the waiting nations, 

"Who with blood the land would fill: 
Tho' internal strife divides us. 

We are human brothers still ! 

Ground your arms ! rebellious brothers, 

And let Reason take the lead; 
Angela will applaud the action, 

God will smile upon the deed ! 
Mankind will sing songs, rejoicing. 

And the sound all Bpaco shall fill: 
Cry this to the waiting nations — 

Echo it, each native hill ! 

J. HEHKY HATWARD. 
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UNDER THE "VYASHIN&TON ELM, 
CAMBRIDGE, 

SNGAOEMENT AT TARIS, TENN., 

APKIL 12th, '62. 

Eighty years have passed, and more, 

Since under the brave old tree 
Our fathers gathered in arms and eworo 
They would follow the sign their hauners bore. 

And flght till the land waa free. 

Half their work was done, 

Half is loft to do- 
Cambridge, and Concord, and Lexington ! 
When the battle is fought and won 

What shall bo told of you ? 

Hark ! — 'tis the South wind mourns — 

"Who are the martyrs down! 
Ah, the marrow was true in your children's bonef 
That sprinkled with blood the cursed stones 

Of the murder-haunted town I 

What if thfs storm clouds blow ? 

What if tlie green leaves fall? 
Better the crushing tempest's throe 
Than the army of worms that gnawed below: 

Trample them one and all ! 

Then, when the battle is won. 
And the land from traitors free. 

Our children shall tell of the strife begun 

When Liberty's second April sun 
Was bright o 
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POETICAL PEN-PIOTDKES 



THE SOLDIEE'S "WIFE. 



THE FOUTS AT NS.W MADRID, MO., 

MARCH 13th, '62. 

How wearily the days go by, 

How silence site a guest at home, 
While she, with listless step and eye, 

Still waits for one who does not come ! 
The sunshine streams across the floor, 

A golden, solitary track; 
The flies hum in and out the door; 

The olden clock goes clicb-a-claek ! 
And baby sitting wonder-eyed, 

Watches the kitten's noiseless play; 
Till sleep cornea gently, and she lies 

At rest through half the eummer day. 

When twilight eometh, dim and gray, 

She sits a-near the open door ; 
Before her lies the graveled way, 

O'erhung by ancient sycamore ; 
And through the eve she hears the cry 

Of whip-poor-wills, that shun the light; 
She sees the star of evening die; 

And all around her broods the night. 
Then, " By-lo-baby, baby-by ! " 

She sings her little one to rest ; 
And muses, with its rosy face 

Held warm and close against her breast. 
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Beside her couch she weary kneels, 

And claeps her hands hefore her face — ■ 
Ah, only Christ knows what she feels, 

A lonely supplicant for grace ! 
She praya for one who does not come; 

And draws an answer from herhopeSi 
Ti^ while above her silent home, 

The stars slide down night's silvery slopes. 



- BATTLE OP NEWBHaN, N. 0., 

MAECH 14th, '62. 

Lo ! from the distant West a glorious light 

Breaks on the darkness of the nation's night ! 

It raingicB with the dawn of victory, 

Which gilds the eastern sky so hrilliantly, 

Until the day is beaming full and clear 

Where until now w^as gloom, and doubt, and fear ! 

Now in this hour of joy!— this happy day 

Our gratitude to God wo humbly pay ! 

He ever gives the battle to the right! 

And wrong caiinot prevail with all its might! 

May He protect the widow and the child. 

And soothe their anguish with His blessings mild ! 

May He bo near the wounded heroes too, 

And succor those who fought so hrave and true ! 

May he receive the spirit of the slain, 

Where they can never know of war again I 

A grateful land reveres their memory, 

Which shall endure through all Eternity ! 

J. GonnoN EMMOKs. 
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"WHO WILL CAEE POE MOTHER HOW? 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF VAEI.E RAKCHE, NEW MEXICC 
MARCH 28th, '62. 

Why am I so weak and weary, ■ 

See how faint my heated breath, 
All around to me soems darkness, 

Tell me, comrades — is this Death ? 
Ah ! how well I know your answer, 

To ray fate I meekly bow, 
If you'll only tell me truly 

"Who will care for mother now. 

"Who will comfort her in sorrow, 

Who wjli dry the falling tear, 
Gently smooth her wrinkled forehead ? 

Who will whisper words of cheer ? 
Even now I think I see hor 

Kneeling, praying for me ! how 
Can I leave her thus in anguish ? 

Who will care for mother now? 

Let this knapsack he my pillow, 

And my mantle he the sky; 
Hasten, comrades, to the battle ! 

I will like a soldier die. 
Soon with angel's I'll be marching, 

With bright laurels on my brow ; 
I have for my eountry fallen. 

Who will caro for mother now ? 
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GOD "WILL CAEE FOE MOTHER KOW. 



MARCH 31ST, '62. 

Quell, oh ! quell your fears, my darlingj 

Think not of your Mother, child ; 
Though I never cease my weeping, 

Though ray thoughts are fierce and ■wild, 
I -will try to bear up nobly, 

To God's decree humbly bow. 
If you'll only cease your asking : 

Wlio will eare for Mother now ? 

"When you cross the river Jordan, 

Let no anxious thoughts arise : 
I am coming, coming after. 

Angels bear me to the skies, 
Let no thoughts of coming sorrow 

Cloud your placid, peaceful brow; 
You can confidently answer: 

God will care for mother now ! 

Oh ! when in death those eyelids close, 

When they bear thee to the tomb: 
"When life's arduous work Is done : 

When your Maker calls yon home : 
And when again to dust you turn, 

When in Heaven rise again: 
There, where no earthly sorrows come: 

God will guard your Mother then. 

C. G. STREVAL. 
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FATHEE SHIELD HIM FROM THE SHOT. 

AT THE BATTLE OP FAKMI.S'GTON, VA., 
ATRIL illi, '62. 

O LoKD of Hosts ! his Country called, 

And nobly to hor voice he sprung, 
While o'er Ma brow oar banner flashed, 

Where chargers neighed and trumpets rung ; 
There were no tremors in hia eye. 

When putting on his warrior- creatj 
And but a tear — it was when ho 

Was clasped unto his mother's breast ! 

O Eatlier! shield him from the shot; 

But if it is bis doom to die, 
ilay be w^itb shouts of triumph round, 

Bond on our flag his closing eye — 
And feeling that his mother's soul 

la watching on the field of death ; 
Where, though it weeps, yet gives a smile 

Unto her brave boy' a last wild breath. 

O proudly will hia mother aeo 

Her Country wreath his bero-tomb. 
And many a Spring nurse tenderly 

With Nature's tears the garland's bloom 1 
How sweet will be the song of praise, 

Where bis dear relics peaceful lie I 
How grand — away exultant thoughts ! 

G-od! be must not, must not die ! 

WILLIAM ROSS WALLACE, 
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op THE WAR. 



EECEUITDTG. 



RE THE BATTLE OF PITTSBURG LANDING, MISS., 

APRIL 6th, '62. 

Hauk ! from the South the startling cry, 

Seize, Patriots, seize your arms 
And to your country's rCBCue fly, 

Avert the threat' iiing storm, 
Eebellion's red, malignant star 

Haa risen on our land. 
And treason wages deadly war 

And waves his bloody waud. 

Stand not aloof, your brother's blood 

Cries vengeaneo, from the glado, 
Press forward like a mighty flood, 
■ TJnsheath the glittering blade j 
Press forward to the battle-field, 

Do battle for the right 
Till all the hosts of treason yield, 
Subdu'd hy loyal might. 

It miist not be, it cannot be, 

Our country still must live ; 
Sustained by hands both strong and free 

Our flag respected wave, 
And Union strong again rostor'd, 

Our sufFering land shall bless — 
Oar ship of State securely moor'd 

Anchored again in peace. 
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Your banner now give to the ■wind, 

Eush to the field of war, 
Linger no longer here behind. 

Tour brothers cry from far. 
Eneh forward, sona of Michigan, 

Prom workshop, field, and fold, 
Fill np their ranks, let every man 

The good old flag uphold. 



THE STAB OF THE OCEAN. 

CAPTURE OP ISLAND NO. 10,.MIBS., 

APRIL Ith, '62. 

It decks the ocean's pathless blue, 

And floats on every tide ; 
It cheers the hardy sailor's view, 

Our flag, our country's pride. 

It ran aloft on England's coast, 
And kissed the moonlight free, 

Wh en Jones smote down proudBritain'sl 
That " England rules the eea," 

It shone in beauty o'er the waves, 
When France struck at its stars; 

But they in ocean found their graves. 
Swept down by our brave tars. 
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Decatur, 'midst tlie battle Btorm, 

ItB starry folds unswung, 
And as tho wild winds caught its form, 

Triumphantly be eung. 

With blushing smiles it lit the fleet, 
"When Lawrence led th§, fight ; 

He went the enemy to meet, 
Just at the dawn of light. 

He stood within bia ocean nest, 

And bravely fought that day; 
But ere the sun had sunk to rest, . 

It mantled his cold clay. 

It slept within a thunder cloud, 

By Porry on the lake, 
When with wild shouts which rung aloud. 

He did his strong foe break. 

It saw with pleasure o'er ChampIaiD, 

Its proud opponent flee; 
And floated with the English slain. 

The dweiiers of the sea. 

Still may it ebine in grandeur far. 

The emblem of the brave ; 
Still may it float the world's great star, 

Till all Bleep in the grave. 
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DIED IN THE SEKTICB. - 

AFTER THE CAPTURE Of FOBT PULABKI, S, C, 
APRIL 12th, '62. 

He died — the noble volunteer — at morn, 
By eiekneaa faded — by sorrow worn; 
A.^ile still plays on his pale lipe, 
But Ma eyes are darkened in death's eclipse 
His beantiftil hair still shines like gold, 
But -the heart is still, and the form is eoldj 
"For an angel hand has softly borno 
The soldier away to a brighter morn, 

Alas ! no kind sietcr's arm caressed, 
Hia cheek no tender mother pressed; 
Ho pitying friend was by hia aide, 
As lonely, fbr from, home he died; 
Let your tears fall gently down ! 
Hia eyos have watched in vain, 
For the loved one far away, 
That he ne'er could see again. 

Brave comrades he has shared the fight 
Up many a well-foaght field; 
A braver and a nobler knight, 
Never the sword did wield. 
Sleep, soldier sleep ! from sorrow free, 
And sin and strife, 'tis well with thee; 
It is well, though many a tear 
Laments the fallen volunteer 
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Gather roses white and redsr 

And ecatter them softly on his hreast^— 

Now some barltepurs deeply blue 

There the eolora for his rest ! 

Daya, months and years siial! circle away-, 

The ocean of time to eternity roll, 

Thon art lost to earth's loved ones, forever and aye, 

Soldier and brother, peace to thy aoul. 



COIlTTEABAKD. 

FIRST BATTLE AT YORKTOWN, VA., 
APRIL 16th, '62. 

Loud and long the battle thirtidered, 

Clashing steel and muttering drum, 
While the serried ranks, though 

To the fear of death were dumb; 
When our banners, dim and tattered, 

Shone an emblem of our land. 
And the foe were widely scattered, 

Leaving ns war's. Contraband : 

In the hush of after battle. 

Came a negro old and gray. 
Years of toil had lent the rattle. 

And obscured his reason's ray; 
Bent and feeble, proud in froodQm, 

Emblamatic of hia band, 
From afar he said ho "seed' em" 

Battling for the Contraband. 
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And a woman^yes, a mother, 

"Wandered to our silent canip, 
Shedding tears she could not smother, 

Tolling how she hoard the tramp 
CJf our army drawing nearer, 

Kissing oft our Boldiera' hands. 
For hor ehildren — woman's dearer 

Blessings — too, were Contrabands. 

Tot a maiaen told her story, 

And our hearts with gi-ief were mute, 
The new empire of our glory 

Did its pathos oft dispute. 
And our souls were sick with seeing, 

In the downcast of our land, 
Virtao ravished — all for being 

Color of the Contraband. 

0. msNCH biooahdb. 
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THE CAVALRY CHARGE. 

AT THE FIEST BATTLE OF FREDEEICKSBXIRG, 

Araii. 18th, '62, 

O'er all the fields, o'er all the plain 

In seriod ranks they come : 
"With martial music's stirring Btrains, 

With bugle blast and tap of drum. 
And now in colame long and straight 

And glittering in the sun, 
A hundred thousand arma await, 

The fearful charge — the watchword, " on." 

At length resounding o'er the thrODg, 

In peeling tones from post to post — 
On the morning air 'tis borne along, 

The signal to this gallant host. 
The trumpet call — the hurrying feet — 

The neighing steed — the clashing shield; 
Then face to face in death they meet. 

More proud to die, than basely yield. 

One beardless cheek, one youthful form 

With 'kerchief wipes a tear away — 
He cares not for the battle's storm, 

Nor fears to meet yon proud array, 
But away beside the granite steep, 

With tottering steps, by ago bowed down, 
An anxious mother waits and weeps, 

I'or him, her last—her only one. 
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Ah I "wlio shall' tell the mournM tale, 

How sank lie on that bloody plain, 
How fo«ght — How fell — amidst the wail 

Of wounded, and of dying men. 
In whispers lowly breathe hia name. 

Call up no more the battle's fray, 
The laat link of an honored name 

Sleeps where ten thousand heroes lay. 



HE HATH SOUNDED POETH THE TEUMPET. 



BATTLE OF C 

ApaiL 19th, '62. 

I HAVE read a fiery gospel. 
Writ in burnished rows of steel : 

" As ye deal with my conteranera. 
So- with you my grace shall deal; 

Let the hero horn of woman, 
Crash the serpent with hia heel." 

He hath sounded forth the traropet, 
■ That shall never call retreat; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men 

Before His judgment seat; 
Oh, be swift to give Him answer ! 

And be jubilant, my feet ! 

In the beauty of the lilies, 

Christ was bom across the sea. 

With a glory in His bosom, 

That tranaflgurcs you and me : 

As He died to make men holy, 
Let us die to keep men free ! 
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HE WOULD KOT SAT GOOD-BYE. 

BEFORE THE BATTLp; OP PARATTA, N. M., 
APRIL 23b, '62. 

I'm looking at the misty wreaths, 

As they gather all around. 
And touch with fairy fiuger 

Every bramhle on the ground ; 
Shedding baloa light and airy, 

Eoand the dancing, dewy leaves, 
And bringing objects nearer. 

By the mystic web it weaves, 
And I'm thinking, softly thinking. 

And not without a sigh, 
Of the time ho said " Good morning, 

I will not say good-bye." 

I am looking at the mist-wreaths. 

And they seem to thicker grow, 
, And circle round the tree-tops, 

With a motion sad and slow. 
As ii' some spirit bade them presa 

The earth still closer in. 
And cover with their sweetness 

Every trace of mortal sin ; 
And I'm thinking, softly thinking 

Of the happy days gone by, 
Of the time he said, ■' Good morning, 

I will not aay good-bye." 
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Still I'm looking at the mist-wreaths. 

Bright spirits of the air ! 
In thoir gossamer apparel. 

How they flutter everywhere, 
And I'm thinking should his country 

Take the sacrifice he gave, 
I should like the mist to wreath like this 

Above his lonely grave, 
And bring whispers from his spirit. 

Prom out the starry sky, 
To the one who said " good morning," 

Bat would not 6ay " good-bye." 

SUSIE. 



THE BEIDE'S LAMENT. 

CAPTURE OF FOKTS JACKSON AND ST. PHILIP, FLA. 
AIRIL 24rH, '62. 

I DID not dream, when last 1 said farewell tp th 
I should not look upon thy face again ; 

That thou so soon would' st lay thine armor by, 

And slumber 'neath a Western sky. 
On that dark, and bloody plain. 

I gazed upon thy proud and manly form, 
And joyed to thinlt thy heart was true; 
Though born beneath a Southern sky, 
I knew that sooner thou would'st die ■ 
Than tarnish thy fair name. 
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And I who loved thee, oh, far more than life I 

And naught beside to which my heart could cling, 
Sent thee, wilh blessings forth, to deadly strife, 
Ere scarce thy lips had whispered — wife. 
They breathed a sad farewell. 

Could I have sat by thoo and bathed thy noble brow. 

When the dark angel came for thee; 
Have pillowed thy dear head upon my breast, 
And fondly thy dear lips have preaaed, 

I could have borne it well. 

And yet I'd rather be thy widowed bride, 
Than aught earth now could give to me. 

Honored in life, and thy dear name 

Is numbered with the gallant slain, 
That nobly fought and died. 

My heart is heavy with its great and bitter grief, 

Since I no more can welcome thee, 
Alone life's dreary round I now mnafc tread, 
Unknowing where thy cherished head 

Eeata in its lowly grave ! 

SARAH L. MILES. 
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WAITING FOR OUE SOLDIERS. 

AFTER THE CAPTUKE OF FOET MACON, N. C. 

APKiL 25th, '62. 

In the city, in the village. 

In the hamlet far away, 
Sit the mothers, watching, waiting, 

IFor their soldier-boys to-day.* 
They are coming — daily coming, 

One by one, and score by score, 
In their loaden casings folded, 

Underneath the flag they bore. 

Thinks the mother, weeping, waiting, 

And expectant all the day, — 
When his regiment was summoned 

How her soldier went away ; 
"With hia bayonet a-gleaming, 

"With hia knapaack on his back, 
With his blanket strapped and folded,- 

And his home-flUed haversack. 

Thinking of the courage swelling 

In hia eye and in his heart. 
Though a manly tear waa welling. 

When he kissed her to depart. 
Thinking of the precious letters 

Written by the camp fire's glow, 
Rich in love of home and coiintry, 

And of her who bade him go. 



Hcssdb, Google 



Counting now the lagging moments 

For the knocking at the door, 
For the shuffling and the tramping 

Peet of strangers on the floor; 
Bringing in' their precious burden, 

Leaving her to grief and tears, 
To the sorrow and the mourning 

Darkening all the coming years. 



THE COUNTEHSIGfN. 

BECOKD BATTLE AT VOHKTOWN, VA., 

APRii. 26th, '61. 

Alas ! the weary hours pass slow, 

The night is very dark and still, 
And in the marshes far below, 

I hoar tho bearded whip-poor-will; 
I scarce can see a yard ahead, 

My ears are strained to catch each sound — 
I hear the leavea about me ahed, 

And the springs bubbling through the ground. 

Along the beaten path I paoCj 

Where white rags mark my sentry's track. 
In formless shrubs I eeem to trace 

The foeman's form, with bending back ; 
I think I SCO him crouching low — 

I stop and list — I stoop and peer, 
Until tho neighboring hillocks grow 

To groups of soldiers far and near. 
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With ready piece I wait and watch, 

Until my eyes familiar grown, 
"Detect each harm.le8a earthen notch, 

And turn guerillas into stone : 
And then amid the lonely gloom, 

Beneath the tall old chestnut trees, 
My eilont marches I resume, 

And think of other times than these. 

"Haiti "Who goes there?" My challenge cry, 

lit rings along the watchful line; 
"Belief!" I hear a voice reply — 

" Advance, and give the countersign I" 
"With hayonet at the charge I wait — 

The coi-poral the word doth tell, 
"With arms aport I charge my mate. 

Then onward pass, and all is well. 

But in the tent that night, awake, 

I ask, if in the fray I fall, 
Can I the mystic answer make 

When the angelic sentries calif 
And pray that Heaven may so ordain, 

Where'er I go, what fate be mine, 
Whether in pleasure or in pain, 

I still may have my countersign. 

rOTJMD ON THE FIELD. 
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THE VACANT CHAIR. 

AFTER THE CAPTURE OP NEW ORLEANS LA., 

APRIL 2Sth., 1862. 

We shall meet, but we shall miss liim. 

There will be one vacant chair ; 
"We shall linger to caress him 

While we breathe our evening prajer. 
When a year ago we gathered, 

Joy was in his bright blue eye, 
But a golden cord is severed. 

And our hopes in ruin lie. 

At our flre-side, sad and lonely, 

Often will the bosom swell 
At remembrance of the story. 

How our noble Willie fell ; 
How he strove to bear our banner 

Through the thiolcest of the flght. 
And upheld our country's honor 

In the strength of mankind's might. 

True, they tell us wreaths of glory 

Evermore will deck his brow. 
But this soothes the anguish only 

Weeping o'er our heart strings now. 
Sleep, to-day, O early fallen. 

In the green and narrow bed, 
Dirges from tho pine and cypress 

Mingle with tho tears we shed. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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THE PAETING-. 



MONTEEEY, TENN., 
MAY Sd, 'G2. 

The parting adieus were spoken, 

And he slowly arose to go ; 
And yet he wistfully lingered, 

And I wondered what troubled him so ■ 
For his eyes shot forth fiery glances, 

And the cause of it I didn't know. 

"We slowly walked down to the gate, 
And yet he seemed loth to depart. 

Ho gazed on the moon and on me, 

And hia glance pierced mine like a dart ; . 

And, 'tis strange, but I cannot tell why, 
I feit a groat flutter at my heart. 

"We lingered, but said not a word, 

And gazed on the silvery moon, 
'Till slowly it awoke in tho West, 

Behind the hill tops al! too soon, 
And we thought and dreamed of the future, 

And gazed where we had last eeen the moon. 
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And I saw the field of battle, 

And the precious hlood on the gi-ound spilled ; 
And with mother's and dear onea, darling ; 

The shallow graves hnrriedly filled ; 
And a low wall went up through my heart 

As I thought, oh if ho should be killed ! 

I shuddered, and'crept nearer to him, 

And sent up a silent prayer, 
Por God to watch o'er and guard him, 

And take him under his loving care; 
And softly he pressed me to his heart, 

And, somehow, I liked to rest there. 

He whispered loved words in my ear 
'Till hia face was lit with love's glow ; 

And my heart quickly went pit-a-pat. 
And I could'nt tell why it did so, 

Unless it wanted to fly to him, 
And I'm sure it was his long ago. 

On the battle-fields in the. far South, 
He is acting his part in the strife, 

And if it pleases Our Father 
To spare unto me his dear life, 

When the snows of the w^inter shall come, 
I have promised to bo his own wife. 

CHEItEy BLOSSOM. 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



THE FIELD OP THE DEAD. 



EVACUATION 

MAT 4th, '62. 

The wild tattle is over, and lo ! on the plain, 
Like the glebe 'neath the plowshare, lies piles of dead. 
"Where the conflict was fiercest hecatombs slain, 
Lies the death-gathered ohaplet for Victory's head. 

It ia chaos confused, liko the ebb of the flood 
"When all nature seemed wild, and thegore spotted sun, 
Like Sellona, sinks down 'mid the banquet of blood, 
"Whence Mars has long fled, ainco the glory was won. 

"Who saw the red lightnings the cannons bclch'dforth? 
"W^ho heard the wild shriek when the riSe shot pealed ? 
And the cheer? And the charge? when hosts of the North 
Like mowers at harvest, laid awathea on the field. 



It was glorioas at noon when the triumph was green, 
And the laurel-browed victors were radient with pride; 
But alas for the night, and the horrors unseen. 
That wild blood o'er the ground where our heroes died! 

See! the clouds hover low as to screen the sad eight 
From Infinity's eye. See the battle smoke spread, 
Like the foul fames of hell, and the mantl<f of night — 
It stifles the dying and covers the dead. 
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There tho friend and the foe on the same sod repose. 
And the steed and hia rider blood-mingled may rest; 
And the self-shattered cannon no iron wrath throws, 
Bnt has mnrdcred its master, and crushes his breast, 

Though there's nought but the canopy of Heaven 
O'er the dark sulphured ground where thoy lie : 
And no pageantry gleams round tho patriot dead, 
While eaoh his own monument lingers untombed, 

M"o crusading Knight-hero, all armored and blest, 
E'er enshrined in Cathedral, beneath his broad shield : 
In hia efiigicd marble and monument crest, 
With its tales of the Moslem and Palestine's field: 

CN^o gold-armored Charlemagne king-robed or crowned, 
Nor e'en great "Cceur deLion" of silver-nrned heart, — 
Or' the crypted Napoleon, in consecrate ground,— 
In their sepulchred royalty, flattered by art, — 

Rests in glory untainted as those who are laid 
On tho cold sodded field, their life-blood yet flo"W8 ; 
Where Iheyfought for theland of their fathers, hetray'd 
By its weak-hearted friends and its haee-hcarted foes. 

Then all glory be theirs who have offered their lives. 
On the altars of Liberty : sacred to fame, 
JJet the theme be immortal, while gratitude lives — 
May the page and the tablet bear every proud name. 

Their deeds shall be emblazoned in diamonds andgold ; 
The young children shall sing of the glorious day, — 
And tho tale of the triumph of Freedom be told, 
'Till the last of the nations have wasted away ! 

WILLIAM H. INGERSOLL L. L. B. ■ 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



THE CEIMSOK" PATCH. 

AT THE BATTLE OP WILLIAMS BDRQ, VA. 
MAT 5th, '62. 

When the storm of treason burst, 

Pouring horror o'er the land, 
You hrave men among the first 

Met Eebellion hand to hand. 
Tre'ason vainly fought in fight 

Tour hrave Eifiemen to match — 
The rebels met a fearful eight 

When they saw the Crimson Patch. 

Lords and Kings their 'scutcheona have, 

Men of eeienee, men of worth, 
But the 'soutclieon of the brave 

la the noblest badge on earth. 
It ie not worn in gilded halls, 

Nor where priests or artists teach, 
But mid bullets, shells, and balls. 

There you wore your Crimson Patch. 

Oft 'round it the battle smoke 

Fringe of darkest war clouds shed. 
When the foemens column broke. 

Dying it a deeper red. 
But the Stars and Stripes o'er head 

Foeman'a grasp eould never catch — 
Victory's shouts its proud folds spread. 

When 'twas o'er the Crimson Patch, 
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Think of Willi amaburg—tbe day 

Eiehmond trembled in ber walla — 
When, if you but heard " away!" 

Down the Eebcl fortress falls. 
Think when thoueanda tracked your patt 

Seeking you o'er powered to catch, 
How you piled them in your wrath, 

Soldiers of the Crimson Patch. 

On ! for nothing yet is done !" 

While there's aught remains to do 
Finish what you well begun — 

Cmsb the trembling traitor crew. 
We, your brethren, to you cry, 

Come*our deeds and daring match — 
Come and share our victory, 

Soldiers of the Orimaon Patch. 

Come! you're called on by the dead ; 

Can you c'or the bravo forget? 
Their brave blood vile rebels shed — 

Seas of blood it calls for yet. 
You beheld our heroes fall ! 

Two such heroes who can match ? 
Now they on their followers call, 

Those who wear the Crimson Patch. 

Come and let your rifles ring, 

Levelling foea with every shot — 
To the breeze your banners fling 

Flags that never knew a spot. 
Vicksburg'a taken withpnt you; 

We the rebels soon we'll catch ; 
Eichmond wo will thunder through — 

Let's moot there, the Crimson Patch. 

DH. KEYNOLDS, 63d N. T 
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POETICAL PEN. 



GAY All^D HAPPY. 

BATTLE OF WEST POINT, VA., 

MAY 7th, '62. 
We're the boya most gay and happy, 

Though we're tented in tho field; 
A¥ith our nation's banner o'er iis, 

And its honor for a shield. 

Priends at home, be gay and happy, 
Never blush to speak our namoj 

If our comrades fall in battle. 

They shall share a soldier's fame. 

Girls at home be gay and happy, 
Show that you have woman's pride ; 

Never Tved a home-sick coward — 
Wait and be a soldier's bride. 

G-ay and happy, hear the answer, 
None but foola get married now; 

Valiant men have all enlisted. 
And to cowards we'll not bow. 

We're the girls so gay and happy, 

Waiting for the end of strife; 
Better share a soldier's rations, 

Than to be a coward's wife. 

For the gay, and for the happy. 
We're as constant as the dove; 

But the man who does not soldier, 
Never can attain our love. 

w. M. J, CO. c, 7th wis. vol. 
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OF THE WAR. 



THE TJKKNOWN BEAYE. 

BATTLE or rOET WRIGHT, MISS., 
BtAY lOXH, '62. 

A SOLDIER lay low on the field of his pride, 

Life's hard battle o'er, and a long peace before him ; 

And he who bo often grim Death had defied 

Pelt the chilly blast from hie wings rushing o'er him. 

The dark crimeon tide burst in deadlier stream, 
As with his last strength bis faint body he raised; 

And the light of his eyes gave a flickering gleam 
Aa for the last time on the fair world ho gazed. 

How lovely it seemed to hie sight, waning dim I 
Tho' around him the dead and wounded were. lying, 

And oh ! 'twas a thousand times dearer to him, 
The thought of his country for which he was dying. 

Then came the sad thought of his home— oY his wife, 
Children, and friends he shouldnever see more; 

And a tear streamed down his wan cheek, not for life, 
But for those left behind him, his death to deplore. 

He turned his last look to the bright golden 'VTest, 
Where sun and world were just bidding farewell; 

With his last murmured breath his country he blest. 
Then in death's peaceful sleep on the battle-field fell. 
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Ah ! many a true-hearted hero and brave, 
As any whom Fame's mighty trumpet has blown, 

Has sunk, thus unbonored, alone in bia grave, 
His name and hia deeds to his fellows unknown. 

Green, green grows the grass o'er hia eold, earthy bed ! 

May the wild flowers of Nature the monument be 
Of the patriot wlio thus for his country has bled, 

And drawn his last breath in the cause ot the freel' 



THE PAETING HOUR IS DAEK, MOTHEE. 



CAPTURE OF r 

MAY 10th, 1862. 
The parting hour is dark, mother, 

The saddest I have known — 
Oh, what a crashing spell of grief 

Upon my heart is thrown ! 
I grieve to think that I, mother, 

Must wonder far from thee, 
And thy sad features show that thou 

Art grieving, too, for me. 

Tumultuous are the thoughts, mother, 

That in my bosom swell, 
As wow I leave my early homo. 

And breathe the sad farewell. 
Bat, Oh ! if I should fall mother, 

Grieve not too much for me — 
Eem ember that I fall beneath 

The banner of the free. 
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Oqo long last fond embrace mother, 
One kis8 upon my brow — 

I feel it in the battle's heat, 
E'en as I feel it now. 

One prcasuTC of the band — one look- 
Now broken is the epell 

That holds mo to thy loving breast ; 
My mother dear, farewell. 



NEVEE OE NOW. 



DESTRUCTION OF THE MERETMAC, 
MAT 11th, '62. 



Listen, young heroes 1 your country is calling ! 

Time strikes the hour for the brave and the true, 
Now while the foremost are fighting and falling, 

Fill up the ranks that have opened for you. ! 



Yoa whom the fathers made free and d 

Stain not the scroll that emblazons their fame; 

You whose fair heritage spotless descended. 

Leave not your children a birth-right of shame. 

Stay not for questions while Freedom stand gasping ! 

Wait not till Honor lies wrapt in his pall 1 
Brief the IJpa' meeting bo, swift the hand clasping — 

" Off for the wars" is enough for them all ! 



Hcssdb, Google 



268 POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 

Break from tlie arms that would fondly caress you,! 

Hark ! 'tis the hugle blast ! eahrea are drawn I 
Mother shall pray for you, father shall bless you, 

Maidens shall weep for you when you are gone. 

Never or now ! cries the blood of a nation 

Poured oa the turf where the red rose shall bloom ; 

How is the day and the hour of salvation; 
Never or now ! peals the tnimpet of doom! 

Never or now ! roars the hoarse-throated cannon 
Through the black canopy blotting the skies ! 

Never or now! flaps the shell-blasted pennon 
O'er the deep ooze where the Cumberland lies ; 

Pron) the foul dens where our brothers are dying. 

Aliens and foes in the land of their birth, 
Trom tho rank swamps were our martyrs are lying 
g in vain for a liandful of earth; 



From the hot plains where they perish outnumbered, 
Furrowed and ridged with the battle-flold's plow 

Comes theloiid summons: Too long youbaveskimbr'ed 
Hear the last Angcl-trump — Never or Now I 

ANONYMOUS. 
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OE THE WAR. 



GO FOETI-I MY SON. 

BEFORE THE CAPTURE C 



MAY 13th, '(i2. 

Go FORTH, my son, your country calls 

You to the tented field! 
Go forth, and battle for her cause, 

And only dying yield ! 
I much will misa your prosenco hero, 

Yet to just Heaven trust. 
That you'll return, when Treason's flag 

Lies humbled in the dust ! 

When in the dreary Southern gloom 

You pace the night guards round, 
When all is silent as the tomb, 

And lurking foes surround, 
Be stout of heart, my darling boy, 

Bo watchful, and be true, 
A mother's prayers will guard you then, 

The weary night-watch through! 

And when the hour of strife arrives, 

And drums to arms doth call ; 
When sabres flash and cannons roar. 

And friend and foe doth fall ! 
March forward with the foremost rank — 

Where danger is, there go ; 
For I would rather have thee die 

Than fail to meet the foe ! 

J, HENRV HAYWARD. 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTUEES. 



THE STANDARD BEARER. 



BATTLE OF FORT I 

MAT 16th, '62. 

And the brave standard-bearer, blood man tledand torn 
With the wounds of theeonfliet, that strovefor his prize 
But wrapped in the banner whose glory life-borne 
Now emblazons his bosom, still honored ho lioa. 

There are eyes that are stony, blood-blotted in glare, 
And the home-mem'riedtear may yet cling to the lash, 
While on lips that are dumb is a death chiselled prayer 
That was sealed to its fount by the last deadly crash. 

Some are loclicd in the grapple that struggled to gain 
And yet elutcbes forvict'ry reeking with gore, 
Aa they fell when their powers were urged to the main, 
And they saut to the eward, and the battle gave o'er. 

Many smiled at the glory achieved ere they died. 
Or the frown of defeat may yet mark some cold brow. 
Or the grimace of agony still may abide. 
While the unfettered spirit haa fled from below. 

The father lies atark 'neath the grim monster's heel. 
And the soft cheek of youth may be covered with dew. 
The brow of stern manhood lies crushed by the wheel 
Of the death-belching cannon, where wild legions flew. 

The most faithful commmander e'er true to his trust, 
With bis patriot hand he still clutches the blade— 
That he pledged to hia country till buried in dust. 
And upon her fair bosom the warrior is laid. 

WM. H. UsTGEItSOLL, L. L. D. 



Hcssdb, Google 



OF TKE WAK 



YES, MY BOY, THE BATTLE'S OTEB. 

Miv 18th, '62. 

Yes, my boy, the battle's over : 

Brave men, by thoiisands, have been slain 3 
Your father's one, among the number; 

We shall not see him here again ; 
He is well, but ia not -wounded, 

Still he's one among the slain ; 
Tet the battle brings us sadness 

To know ho'll nevec oome again. 

Yes, dear Son, I'm always sighing 

Of what I in the paper read; 
You ask me: why I now am crying, 

And why this cap is on my head ? 
You say, dear child, I cannot tell you. 

Because you think your father's slain ; 
We know ho loved, us very dearly, 

But he will never come again. 

Yes, mother, my noble father. 

It breaks my heart to think he's slain ; 
Though, on earth, we shall not see bim, 

In Heaven, I hope we'll meet again ; 
His name will always be remembered 

By those true Patriots to his cause, 
The canae of God and our dear Conntryj 

Tor, many loved ones now are gone. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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POETICAL PBK-PICTUEE8. 



THE MOTHEES OP 1862. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OP BOTTOM'S BRIDGE, VA., 

MAT 24th, '62. 
They call for " able bodied men." 

Now there's our Koger, strong and Btout, 
He'd beat hia comrades out and out 
In feats of strefagth and skill — what then ? 

What then ? why, only this : you see 
He's made out of just that sort of stuff 
Thoy w^ant on battle-fields ; enough ! 

What choice was left for him and me ? 

So when bo asked me yesterweek, 
" Your blessing, mother ! " — did I heed 
The great sob of my heart, or need 

Another word that he should speak ? 

Should I sit down and mope and croon, 
And bug my solflshness and cry 
"Not him, my first-born !"-— no, not I! 

Thank heaven I pipe a nobler tune. 
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And yet, I love him liko my life, 

This stalwart, handsome lad of mine I 
I'll warrant mo, he'll take the shine 

Off half who follow dram and fife. 

Now, G-od forgive, how I prate! 
Ah, hut the mother will leap out 
Whatever folda we wrap about 

Our foolish hearts, or eoon or late. 

No doubt 'tis weakness — mother lip 
Extolling its own flesh and blood— 
A trick of weakly womanhood 

That we should seoui'ge with thong and whip. 

Ko doubt — and j'et I should not dare 
Lay an unloved, cheap offering 
Upon my country's shrine, nor bring 

Aught but wag noble sweet and fair. 

And so I bring niy boy — too glad 
That he is worthy, and that I, 
Who bore him once in agony, 

Such glorious recompense have had. 

Talce him, my country ! he is true 

And brave and good ; bis deeds will tell 
More than my foolish words — 'tis well; 

God's love be with the lad and you. 

God's love and care — and when he comes 
Back from the war, and through the street 
The eraay people flock to meet 

My hero, with great shouts, and drums. 
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And eilvor trumpets braying loud, 

And silken lianners, starry, gay; 

'TwiU bo to me no prouder day 
Than thia ; nay, not half so proud. 

And if— God help me — if, instead 

They flash thia word from eomo red field; 
"His brave sweet soul that would not yield 

Leaped upward, and they wrote him 'dead'" 

— I'll turn ray white face to the wall, 
And hear my grief aa best I may, 
For Iloger's sake, and only say, 

"He knoweth beet who knoweth ail." 

And when the neighbors come to weep, 
Saying " Alas the bitter blow !" 
I'll answer. If ay, dear friends, not so I 

Better my Eoger's hero sleep, 

And nobler far such lot, than his 
Who dare not strike, with heart and hand, 
For Freedom and dear Fatherland, 

"Where death's dark missiles crash and whiz. 

And Eoger's mother has no tear 

So bitter as her tears would be. 

If from the battles of the free 
Her son shrank back in craven fear. 

CAROLINE A. MAEOK. 
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OE THE WAS. 



THE BATTLE-FIELD. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF FRONT ROYAL. 
MAY 24Tn, '62. 

I ■WANDERED o'er a battle-field, 

One of a thoueand such, or more, 
That blot tbe land. The trampled turf 

Was red and wet with slippery gore. 
I scarce could pick ray path among 

The heaps of slaughtered men and brutes, 
Piled thick around me everywhere, 

The bloody battle's rotting fruits. 

And these were all — these broken things 

Were all the fruits the battle had. 
It was for this a thousand died ; 

For this ten thousand hearts are sad. 
No longer foemen, blnca and graya 

Lay stretched as they were stabbed or shoi 
Whoever gained a victory there, 

'Twas very plain that these did not. 

They by the stoutest of all foes 

Were stricken and were gathered in, 
A foG who wears no shoulder-straps, 

Whose triumphs need no bulletin. 
Two years ago, how full of life, 

And strength, and hope, were all these dea 
How fresh and green this battle-field, 

'Ere brother's blood had dyed it red ! 
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By Northern lead and Southern stool. 

Fresh slaughtered, there the victims lay; 
For Night and Death had quenched the hate 

That flamed and scorched that fearful day. 
Not all are dead. Some feebly drag 

Their broken limbs across the plain, 
To seek a quiet spot to die, 

A shelter from the driving rain. 

Among the eoi^soa piled and pale, 

A few are living here and there j 
A few, with fast abating breath, 

Can shriek a curse or moan a prayer. 
A few, through chilling rain and sleet. 

Upturn their slowly glaring eyes; 
But see no beam of hope above, 

No rainbow in the sullen skiea. 

Across the misty, sodden field, 

Vainly their aching eight they strain ; 
For Mend or foo, to bear them thence. 

They search the night, and search in vain. 
In vain — for they must bleed and die : 

No succoring hand may reach them yet ; 
Both sides had gained the victory, 

And both must save their etiquette ! 

Still fell the rain on friend and foe, 

On dead and living, through the night, 
The wind outhowled the cries below; 

Til! broke the morning's sombre light. 
The driving rain had swept the plain, 

And washed the pools of blood away; 
But nothing reeked those " victors" then, 

As cold, and pale, and stiff they lay. 
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OF THK WAR. 



HY KINSMAN'S FALL. 



MAT 24th, '62. 

Let us i-eat awhile, my comrade, 
Oar stubboi-n foe has iled, 

And left us hero tho victors, 
"Where bo much blood was ebed, 

And I do not wish to look upon 
The pale and mangled dead. 



You wonder at my a 

And why I could not feel 
The thrilling joy of victory, 

When with snch fiery zeal 
"We charged upon their columns, 

And bathed in blood our steel. 

When broken and in terror, 

They left the gory plain, 
Where m.any of their number lay 

Beside our mangled slain — 
Ton wonder that I turned away, 

As if it gave me pain. 

I did not falter, did I, 

Til ere by the fence, you know, 
Where the fierce fight raged so hotly, 

And so mach blood did flow. 
And where of our brave comrades 

So many were laid low!" 
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But when that builet ati'nck me, 
And numbed my arm with pain, 

And I saw upon ray rifle 
Tbc ruddy crimson stain — 

I felt thon aa I hope I ne'er 
May feel in life again. 

I felt that my blood circled in 

The veins of him that sped 
The ball that did so nearly 

Lay me among the dead — 
I felt he was my kinsman, 

And turned away my head. 

And when w^o charged upon them. 

Like a swift river's flow, 
I knew that my own kinsman 

Would meet me there a foe, 
And thought that mine might be the sword 

That there should lay him low. 



When they fled before u 

And we stumbled o'er the dead, 
I saw a face all pale and stark, 

And with its own blood red — 
I knew 'twas him, and felt my blood 

Thrill with a i: 



I knew he was a traitor, 
But could not hate him — no ! — 

For my own blood once warmly 
Did in his pulses flow; 

And I wished that some hand othei 
Than mine had laid him low. 
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OP THE WAR. 

Bat let «8 not speak of it, 

For in this evil time, 
Such ties should be forgotten ; 

To falter would be crime, 
When treason's bayonets glitter 

All o'er the land like rain. 

Let us go on now, comrade ; 

See how the sun'a raya gleam 
O'er yon long lino of corpses — 

How like a fearful dream ! 
No ! — let US go 'round them, 

Down this way by the stream. 



DEAR FATHER WHEN YOU ARE FAR AWAY. 



AT TUE BATTLE 01" 1 

MAY 25th, 1862. 

Dear father, when you're far away; 

Think of your little Lutie; 
There's one at homo who'll often pray 

You may not shrink from duty. 

Think not, when all your sky aeems dai 

Oh, think not of repining; 
Eemomber that the darkest clouds 

Must have a silver lining. 

Go forward in the throat'ning strife. 
Remember 'tis for freedom ; 

No life's too great a sacrifice, 
If our dear country need them 
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If in thia straggle we should fall, 

Freedom ia lost forever; 
For the sun of other landa ia sot 

To rise in future, never. 

With wiatful eyes to our land they look, 
And think that hope is dawning ; 

Soon will their night be turned to day, 
And be aa lovely morning. 

Thua, when your path seema dark to grow, 
And you weary in discharge of duty, 

Think what's at stake in the present war, 
And the prayers of your child Lutie. 



ONCE AGAIN TOTJE COUNTEr CALLS. 

SECOND CALI, FOR VOLUIfTEERS., 

MAY 25th, '63. 

Once again your country calls, 
Sons of Freedom's sires arise ! 

Spread the order o'er the land, 

Sound the tocain through the skies ; 

Treason stalks with powerful charms — 

Freedom's sons to arms, to arma ! 

Where Virginia's river flows, 

There your friends imperiled stand, 

Fathers, brother, husbands — all 
Ask of you a helping hand; 

By the memory of the slain, 

Will ye hear their plea in vain ! 
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Tia no time to falter now, 

Cast aside all party etrife ; 
List your cjuntiy's wailing cry, 

Strupigling for a nation's life. 
la it not enough to know 
Your native land entreats you — go? 

Go ! revenge her grievous wrong, 
Go ! sustain her drooping arm, 

Go ! support her banner bright, 

Keep her bulwarks safe from harm ; 

Haste, o'ercome her direst foe, 

Liberty's adopted — go ! 

By the grave, where sleeps the brave. 

By the crimson-pnrpled sod, 
By the blood-stained river's stream, 

By the truth-avenging God, 
IFrcomen of the loyal North, 
Eonse ! and in your strength go forth. 

"Wake ! ye eons of freedom's sires, 
Pledge your lives, your fortunes, all ; 

Light anew the patriot Area, 
By your country stand or fall ; 

Live or die what'er may come, 

Strike ! O strike 1 for manhood's home. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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PEN-PICTUEES 



E PLTJEIBUS UNUM. 

BATTLE OF HANOVER COURT HOUSE, VA., 
MAY 27th, '62. 

The harp of tho minstrel with melody singa 
When musea have taught him to touch and to tune it, 
But tho' it may have a fuli octave of strings 
To both maker and minstrel the harp ia a unit ; 
So the power that creates 
" Our Republic of States 
Into harmony brings them at different dates 
And the thirteen or thirty, the union once done 
Are E Plurihus TJnum, of 'many made one. 

The science that weighs in her balance the spheres 
And watched them since first the Chaldean began it, 
Now and then as she counts and measures their years, 
Brings into one system and nanioa a new planet: 
But the old and new stars 
Yenus, Neptune and Mara 
As they drive around the sun their invisible cars 
Whether faster or slower their races they run 
Are E Plurihus Unum, of many made one. 

Of that system of apherea should but one fly tho track, 
Or with others conspire for a general dispersion. 
By the great central orb they will all be brought back, 
And held. each to her place by a wholesome coercion; 
Should one daughter of light 
But indulged in flight, 
They wouid all be engulphed in old chaos and night ; 
So must none of our States be suffered to run, 
For E Pluribus Unum, we all go if one. 
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Let the demon of discord our melody mar, 
Or treason's red hand rend our Union asunder; 
Break one string from our harp or extinguish onestar, 
The system's ablaze with its lightning and thundev : 
Let the discord be hushed, 
Let the traitors bo crushed, 
Though legion their name and with victory flushed ; 
For aye must our motto stand fronting the sun, 
E Pluribus Unum, though many, we're one. 

JOHN PIER FONT. 



OH LOED OF HOSTS. 

.EVACUATION OF CORINTH, MISS., 
MAY 29tii, '62. 

O Lord of Hosts ! Almighty King I 
Behold tho eaeriflco we bring ! 
To every arm thy strengtli impart. 
Thy spirit shed through every heart 1 
Wake in our breasts the living fires. 
The holy faith that warmed our sires; 
Thy hand hath made our Kation free ; 
To die for her is serving Thcc. 
Be thou a pillared fiamc to show 
The midnight snare, the silent foe; 
And when the battle thunders loud, 
Still guide us in its moving cloud, 
Proni treason's rent, from m.nrder'a stain, 
Guard Thou its folds till Peace shall reign. 
Till fort and field, till shore and sea 
Join our loud anthem. Praise to Thee. ! 
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AT THE BATTLE OF FAIE OAKS, VA, 

MAY SIth, 1862. 

There's scarce, ■witliin our country'a utmost length. 
One homo where standeth not a vacant chair ; 

Some son hath bowed down in his manly strength — 
Some daughter in her loveliness so fair j 

In every cot some picture decks the wall. 

To tell of one who answered at Death's call. 

Here Lath the sire departed in his age ; 

Here hath the mother drooped beneath her cares 
Brother and sister flitted from the stage ; 

The wife her huetand's clammy couch here shares 
E'en the sweet babe, whose dimpled cheeks we kisaet 
Alt have departed from its — all are missed. 

'Tis sad to part, to watch the fading cheek, 
The eye grow languid and the lip tarn pale; 

To list the feeble accents as they speak; 

To mark the tottering footsteps as they fell ; 

Tet there is something sweet in that caress — 

The last fond imprint of earth's tenderness. 

Yet infinitely sorrowful the throe 

"Which wrings the heart with bitt'rest agony. 
When those who from the fond home threshold go, 

Are called upon in distant scones to die ; — 
No kindly band to soothe with tender care ; 
Ko gentle voice to breathe a parting prayer. 
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Within a cot upon a river's brink 

Where gathered father, mother, and one son — 
The pride of their old age — tho brightest link 

That bound them to earth's shores — the only one; 
And he had heard of wars, and fain must go 
Upon the battle-field to meet the foe. 

It was a parting Bad to all their hearta, 

Tet hope cpheld them in the darkest hour; 

They saw the foeman tremble 'noath hia arta, 
And low beneath his throat'ning sabre cower; 

They saw him victor 'mid war's din and wrack, 

Then proudly hailed their valiant hero back. 

But mark the contrast. On the wood's outskirt 
A little picket band is widely spread ; 

Each eye, eaeii ear is eager and alert, 
And soft and careful is each footstep's tread; 

The foe arc gathered in yon dark, dense wood, 

Watching and thirsting for the country's blood. 

Mark where our hero leans against yon tree : — 
His eye is languid and his cheek is pale ; 

Forced marches and scant rations, it may be, 
Upon bis frame begin to tell theii- tale ; 

Tet all this could he suffer; but the worst — 
His canteen empty — is this dreadful thirst ! 

At break of day the pickets are withdrawn, 
And each tried soldier biea him to bis tent, 

Hailing with joy the morning's choerfnl dawn- 
Proud to have done his duty, and content; 

But aa the sentry checks the picket list 

He pauses in alarm, for one is missed! 
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HiB comrades sadly at their morning meal 
Diseaas his merits, nor forget his faults; 

Tell of his valor, of hia hasty zeal, 
His bravery amid the foe'B assaulta ; 

The sun the "western clouds at eve hath kissed — 

The guard ia stationed — yet he still is missed. 

Daya, wecka, aye months, roll on and pass away ; 

In camp his very name hath been iorgot ; 
Yet still his parents watch, and weep, and pray. 

Within the chamber<of that little cot ; 
Each night, each morning pours its fervent blessing, 
In holy prayer for him who still is missing. 

One eye, save God's, knows of his resting place, 
Maddened by thirst he sought a river's brink — ■ 

Thinking anon his footsteps to retrace — 

And stooped from out the cooling stream to drintj 

A coward focman dogged him to the spot : 

Stooping, he fell beneath the trait'rous shot. 

Here is his grave : — his feet beyond tho bank; 

The treach'roua bullet mark cpon his brow ; 
Hia check pressed to the verdure dark and rank; 

A smile c'cn resting on his features now ; — 
Here, low in death, the cold moist earth caressing, 
Lies all that once was him, who now ia " Missing ! " 

WALTEE. 
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0£ THE WAB. 



THE SOLDIBE'S FAREWELL. 

BEFOnE THE BATTLE OF NEW BRIDGE, VA., 

JUNE 5th, '62. 

Earewell, mother, I must leave thee, 

I must leave my childhood's home, 
'Tia the love of freedom calls me 

From my dearest friends to roam; 
And I must leave my aged sire — 

Sisters, brothers — leave them all — 
I must go — ('tis my heart's desire) 

Answer to my country's call. 

Hark ! 1 hear the drums loud beating ; 

Kow the air is rent with cheers, 
'Tis a patriotic greeting 

To the gallant volunteers ; 
I must go, my conntry's calling; 

Hear the cannon loudly roar ; 
I must pass through scenes appalling, 

As our fathers did of yore. 

I must draw the glitt'ring sabre 

On the gory battle field, 
And, perhaps, against a neighbor, 

But to traitors ne'er will yield ; 
Traitor! would I ne'er had heard it — 

That the word was never known; 
Oh ! that I could now discard it — 

Hurl it down from mem'ries throne! 
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Traitors of the Ee volution, 

But in history display'd — 
Traitora to tlie Constitution, 

In our very atroote parade; 
They have caused this wild commotion, 

They have struck our colors hrjght — 
Freedom's sons, on land and ocean, 

Now are rising in their might. 

Eich and poor, their homes of quiet — 

Quitting for the field of blood, 
Bound to quell rebellious riot; 

Putting all their trust in God, 
All seem ready — all are willing — 

Working on with ardent zeal, 
Soon will musketry and shelling 

Make our foes before ue kneel! 

Since the Union is in danger, 

And the Stars and Stripes disgraced ; 
Henceforth I'll become a Eanger, 

TDl our banner is replaced— 
Till it waves o'er fields of cotton — 

Southern forts, and cities, too, 
Bo it, mother, not forgotten, 

I will prove a soldier true. 

Go, my son, go on to battle, 

Por thou hast a manly soul, 
Pear not sword nor muskets rattle — 

Traitors never should control. 
Strike our ensign ! they will rue it, 

And against onr country plot, 
Seest a man attempt to do it. 

Shoot him — "shoot him on the spot." 

JOHN H. WEAVEH. 
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OP THE "IVAR, 



THE CAMP O'EESPEBAD THE PLAIN. 

BATTLE OP HAKSISONBUKG, VA , 
JUNE 6th, '62, 

'TwAs night; tbc camp o'erspread tlie plain, 

Where blazing cannons' deafening roar 
Had yeeternooE swept o'er the main, 

Prom mount to mount, from shore to shore. 
No tent showed forth a hurning light, 

To tell the tale of Blocplesu minds, 
No sound disturbed the silent night 

Throughout the camp's well guarded lines. 

Save blustering winds as swift they fled, 

O'er field and hill and lonely dell 
The sturdy guards hard measured tread 

And changing cry of " All ia weli." 
Within a tent, apart from all, 

A soldier lay in tranc[uil sleep ; 
Deaf to all sounds, he beara no call, 

But in bright dreams his vigils keep. 

While smiles light up his manly brow. 

His thoughts to other regions roam. 
Where reign in bliss the olive bow. 

Where stands his happy lovoly home 
In dreams he knows the war ia o'er. 

And peace commands where Mars did roam, 
Throws down his sword to fight no more 

And onward starts to seek his home. 
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Aa on lie treads day after day. 

Familiar spots of old so dear, 
"Where years f;one by behold bis play, 

He sigbs and wipes away a tear. 
But, oh! what joy I Among the trees 

He sees the curling smoke on high, 
That, wafted by the morning breeze. 

Tells him full well his home ia nigh. 

At last be nears the house, the gate — 

His wife and child stand by the door, 
They run to meet — but horrid fate! 

He never met those dear ones more. 
He woke to bear the tread of troops, 

The deafening din of human strife. 
The cries of ohiefs to flying groups, 

The deadly fight for limb and life. 

To bear the shrieks of maimed around. 
The thunder of tho cannon's roar, 

To see dead comrades strew tho ground, 
He woke to see and live no more. 

WILLIAM J. C. MEIGHAN, B. 
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THEIR BANIJERS FRESH TORN. 

AT THE BATTLE OF CROSS KEYS, VA., 

JUNE 7th, '62. 

The battle is over, and grim is tho field, 
Where cannonry thundered and musketry peal'd. 
The bellicose legions in haste have ivithdrawn, 
Their infantry scattered, their banners fresh torn. 
Tietorious and strong are the National host, 
Rebellion is weakened, its prestige all lost. 
Bright freedom still reigns amid war's dread array, 
And patriots rejoicingly hail its proud sway. 

Oh, dark is the spot where the conflict did rage, 

O'er-blended with horrors that sorrows prestago. 

Wide-strewn with mortality murdered and pale, 

While oft and anon rises agony's wail. 

As gory and feeble the wounded doth lie 

'Till rescued, or mahap to groaningly die, 

Ko flash of artillery lights up the plain. 

But the sun sheds its glory o'er heaps of the slain. 

Poes slumber enchained in the chill clatch of death, 
Toes mingle their cries with life's fast-fainting breath. 
Smoke clouds the sad view^ as crimson streams flow, 
And warrior-hearts die or writhe in their woe. 
The thickets' green vesture is sullied with blood, 
Down tho hill-side ravine fall the bright life-flood, 
'Mid the C[uictude lies the ravage of war. 
The keen sword usurps, and calm peace flies before I 
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Dear Honor enshrines every patriot's grave, 
And gloom wraps the mound of Treason's base slave ; 
Tlie Nation's loved standard triumphant yot stands, 
And courts Heaven's breezes — the joy of all lands I 
Exultant I gaze at each full-flowing fold, 
Its colors of beauty — of heavenly mould — 
And pray that while earth in rotation doth turn, 
The flres of our liberties ever shall burn. 



■THE BAYONET BEFORE RICHMOND. 



i OP WHITE HOUSE, VA., 

JUNE 13 th, '62. 

Mabshaled there for home and aitar, 

Grimly stand the sUlwart free, 
Tast and solid as Gibraltar — 

Sinews strong and bended knee. 
" Forward!" See the Northmen's onset! 

Eobed in flame and girt with steel! 
Warrior-breasts by shell are riven — 

Cmshod beneath his comrades heel I 
"Onward ! Scorn the feeblo Southron !" 

Then their ranks in terror broke. 
When we pierced their vaunted phalanx 

As the lightning rends the oak ! 
Bay'nete backed by brawny Northmen, 

Are the bulwarks of tho Free, 
And have shone o'er waves of crimson. 

Talismans of Victory ! 

CLAREHCE F. EOHLER. 
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OF THE WAR. 



HEAVEN DEPEND THE EIGHT. 

BATTLE ON JAMES ISLAND, S. 0., 
JUNE 14th '02. 

Where is my soldier to-night ? 
Oh, stars in the heavens, do you ]cnow 
Ib ho staining his hands in the bloody fight? 
Is he dealing death to the traitorons foe ? 
Out of tlie riouth O ! fair winds blow I 

"Where ia my soldier to-night ? 

Is he ill or dying now ? 
Pitying angels what is the -worst ? 
Is he pleading for love's cool touch on his brow 7 
Is he calling for water to quench his thirst ? 
By what strango hand ia my hero nureed ? 

Would I were with him now ! 

What if he sleeps with the dead f 
Godl how my brain reels with the thought! 
And the bitter waters mine eyes have shed 
Boll back on my heart. Friends, if he be shot 
For the value of my poor life, dare not 

Tell me that he ia dead ! 

Peace ! I am growing wild; 
I must not think of ills that may bo 
Pranky, my darling — our child— his child 
. Dreams with his bright bead upon my knee : 
Cherub, smile in your sleep on me, 

Let not my thoughts run wild ! 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



A WOUNDED SOLDIEE'S SOLILOQUY. 



AT THE BATTLE OF PAIK OAKS, VA., 

JUNE 17th, '62. 

Two DAYS and nights, upon the field I've laid ; 
A hundred times at least, to God Ive prayed 
That to some surgeon 1 might be conveyed, 

That he might eaae my pain. 
I cannot wait much longer, and I fear 
That I will have to draw my last breath here ; 
My wife, my family and my home so dear, 

To see no more again. 

To leave us thus to suffer, is indeed unkind; 
They ne'er should leave the wounded men behind. 
But try at least, some shady place to find, 

Where wo might wait for aid. 
Tf help don't come to this poor soldier soon, 
He'll shortly fall into his long last swoon : 
If he's not helped, he'll surely die by noon ; 

He'll die but partly by the blade. 

Perhaps our comrades do now all they can ; 
These are but the ravings of a dying man ; 
H"ot a soul to talk with, and no one to fan 

The heat from off my brow. 
The way we fought the battle. Time can ne'er erase, 
And now we're wounded, death stares us in the face. 
I feel I'm falling into death's embrace, 

I know I'm dying now. 

E. C. BRETON. 
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OS THE WAE. 



THE LAST LETTER. 



THE BATTLE CUMBERLAND GAP, TENN, 
JUNE 18th, 1862. 
Deae Roso, to you I send this presont writing, 

To let you know Low thia world goes with me ; 
Our glorious boys have done some glorious fighting, 

A left arm lost, alas ! has done for me. 
"We've great succesaes in our track advancing, 

The cruel grape has shaken our poor homes ; 
We've sacked whole cities, but a spent ball glancing, 

Pays me my share of booty in my bones. 

From an old hospital this word I'm sending, 

To leave it soon at death's call for the grave; 
I send an eagle by him who does my mending, 

For them I've sold the body he can't save. 
I send the pieces, for I'm just now thinking 

That if to-night must see me in the earth, 
I can't do less for one whom love's been linking 

So close to me than give her all Tm worth. 

My poor old mother when I left her crying, 

Was nearly gone and looking cloao to death; 
I've writ a line to tell her I'm dying, 

But I do hope she's taken her last breath. 
For if the dear old women is still living, 

Her heart's so soft that if she hears I'm gone. 
She cannot stay, and I shall death be giving 

To her who gave me life, now left alone. 
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Ky little Eobo, there'a one old friend I cherish, 

Tou won't desert— my good old dog I mean ; 
He mustn't know I'm dead— for sure he'd perish 

If he hut thought of me the last he'd seen. 
He's looking now to see me home returning, 

At least a Coi-poral, if not something more; 
Then guard him well, and keep the dog from learning 

I died a private on this earthen floor. 

It cuts me to the heart to think of dying 

Par from the village, and from you, my liose; 
Ko chance to say good night to friends, or, sighing, 

To press your hand before my eyelids close. 
At home they'd eoon ray shattered bonea be laying 

Hard by the church — a cross above my head, 
There my Eose would sometimes come, and praying, 

Aak God to keep him whom she loved though dead. 

Then good by, Eose, good by; and don't be weeping 

Farewell, farewell! I'll see you dear, no more; 
Fop in the company I'll soon be keeping, 

They give no furloughs, though you beg them acre. 
All's turning round — I feel I'm just departing, 

I've got my orders and must leave you here; 
Good night, good night [ — One word before starting; 

God bless you, Hose, and don't forget me, dear ! 
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THE TENTED FIELD. 

BATTLE OF OAK GHOVE, VA., 

JUNE 25th, '62. 

Grim darkness dwells upon the tented field, 

"Where shadows live, and vapors from the grave, 

Unfleshed, impalpable, like clouds sweep o'er 

The glorious field of death ! All sound reposes ! 

No deep-toned baying give the dogs of war — 

Kor lightning flash, nor eob, nor groan 

Break through the misty bulwark of the night ! 

Death frowns and plants his throne 'midheaps of slain, 

"While slowly wand'ring through the crimson dead 

An angel shade glides o'er the fesfc'ring mass, 

Attentive marking every mangled corse ! 

Bat look ! it pauses o'er a monumentof dead — 

Where hardly quenched, the smould'ring flames of war 

Still faintly blaze within some patriot breast. 

Above them there, o'ertopping all the slain, 

As 'twere to show his soul disdained to fly 

Till others less determined had succumbed to death, 

Or else, perhaps, some lucky chance had smoothed 

The brow of Fate that he a time might live 

To rear his monument of ghastly slain — 

There lay a youth, stem browed, though young — 

Ghastly in death, and firm and terrible ! 

A very warrior — one whose soul inherits 

The fires of Jove direct from heaven's self ! 

One hand doth clutch the silent air, the other 

Still grasps a starry fiag, whose glorious folds 

Embrace his ragged heart, where bullet torn 

It sleeps alone with glory ! 

Here paused the angel shadow on its way, 
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And raising from tlie dust that starry flag, 

"Whose hues were known in Heaven, it set the seal 

Of Heaven once more upon it — and turning, 

On the warrior's brow it dropped a tear 

That sparkled in the blackness of the night 

More brightly than the stare — who from their thi-ones 

iJooked down and wept ! 

Impotent Treason howled in rage afar, 

But dared not tread the hallowed spot — 

And still the angel dwelt around the corse. 

Meanwhile, bright spirits of the long ago 

Eeturning, kissed the banner that they loved, 

And with the spirits of the patriot slain, 

Pled to their home in Heaven ! 

EDWIN p. DENYBE. 



TO THE EESCUB ! 

AFTEIt THE BATTI^ OF HECHANICSTILLE, VA., 

JUNE 27th, '62. 

Arouse ! Arouse all gallant sons 

And to the rescue go, 
For many on the battle-field 

To-day lie faint and low. 
And will you see them one by one, 

Like flowers of Summer, fall ? 
Oh ! no, your hearts are better far, 

You'il answer to the call. 
Tou'I! answer to the call for men 

To reinforce the brave, 
Who valiant fought and nobly fell 

And found a soldier's grave. 

M. J, HIGSINS. 
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OF THE WAS. 



THE EEINFOECEMENT. 

AT THE BATTLE ON THE CHICKAHOMINY, VA., 

JUNE 28th, 1862. 

Dark, etarlees night had hushed the busy hum 

Of murm'ring voices, and the fife and drum. 

And clarion bugle, now no longer swelled 

Their startling notes above that fatal field. 

Wearily, heavily, our tired soldiers slept 

On the dank earth, as silently wo crept 

To danger's post, and watched the dark array 

Of foeman's hosts, till wore the night away ; 

But ere it passed how long the moments seemed, 

As gazed we o'er where countless camp-fires gleamed, 

Kindled by vengeful fooa. How freighted they 

With thought of home and ioved ones far away ; 

With hopes and fears, and thoughts of strife and death. 

That ere another night must bush the breath 

Of many a noble form aud generous heart. 

Who for their country well had borne their part — 

Then grasped with firmer hand our fire-locks true, 

Whose touch gave courage, strength and life anew — 

We watched and waited till tho light of day 

Should gleam o'er earth, and give us light to alay. 

It came anon, and through its misty light 

We saw the foeman marshalled in his might, 

With gleaming steel and flashing blades, move down 

As some dark cloud, that spreads o'er earth its frown 
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While rolling thunder— vivid flashes tell 

Of the dark storm that comes o'er hill and dell. 

On, on they come ! Guards unsheath each sword 

Hearest thou not in that tangled cedar glado 

A voice that tells the hattle-storm is nigh ? 

Heard not the deadly shell shriek fiercely by ? 

Seeet not that traitoi- host pour thick and fast, 

Across tho fields like waves on ocean vast ? 

Already there, where lacks a hopefid word, 

His blade is seen, bis cheering voice is heard. 

And at their posts were others, strong and true, 

Braving the storm where death-shots thickest flew. 

Heroes they fought — like heroes many fell, 

And crimsoned with their blood that fatal dell ! 

'Tis vain ! 'tis vain ! the heart that never c[uails, 

'Gainst triple arms and equal valor fails ! 

Ah ! yield we must, and leave our comrades slain 

To welter there upon the gory plain ! 

Fly ! fiy ! la there no hope— no aid ? Oh, say, 

Must godless traitors win this bloody day? 

Must noble men — thus hosts of noble slain, 

Pal! on this gory field, and die in vain ? 

No 1 no ! it comes ! the wishod-for aid is near 1 

"Belief I — relief!" rings gladly on the ear. 

Dire then the fray and fierce the carnage there, 

A-nd cannon roar pealed loudly on the air ! 

They yield ! they yield ! the Eebel tide is stayed. 

Their columns faler, and fallback dismayed ! 

Saved I saved I the bloody day was saved — not won ! 

And of our bloody task not half was done ! 

Days came and went, still raged the battle storm, 

O'er gory fields, and many a lifeless form. 

Till its wild fury ebbed. The field was won — 

The foe had fled — our fearful task was done 1 

ELSINE MAY. 
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OHl HOME OF MY SIEES. 

BATTLE or PEACH ORCHAED, VA., 
JUNE 29TII, '62. 

Oh ! borne of my eiros, 

Of the trave and the free, 
M.y prayers are aseending 

To Heaven for thee, 
That thy armies noyf marahalled 

In battle array 
Shall be, by God's power. 

Thy strength and thy stay. 
Then up with thy banner, 

The rifle and eword, 
On the Ecbels come down 

In the might of the Lord. 

God save thee, my country, 

From traitors aud knaves! 
May their livea all be blasted, 

Dishonored their graves. 
They talk not of pity. 

The mercies they feel 
Are as cruel and fierce 

As the death-doing steel ; 
But thy strength, oh, my country! 

Is in God and the right, 
And thy stars, all nndimmed, 

Shall emerge from the fight. 
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Oh ! never, my country, 

Shall wo leave thee forlorn, 
To be cruahed by the traitors, 

A mock and a Bcorn ; 
Lot thorn oome with their logiona, 

And banner of " bars," 
"We'll on to the eontest 

'Neath the stripes and the stars; 
Even now they are trembling, 

The hand-writing they see — 
They have failed, oh ! my country, 

To disunite thee. 

FIN LET JO an SON. 



WHEN STATESMEN FAIL. 



JUNE 29rH, '62. 

"When Btateamen fail to guide the public mind, 
And lengthen'd speeches cannot lead the blind, 
Let poeta boldly to the world proclaim 
The lawa of Juetiee and the traitor's shame ; 
Nor spare the vices of disreputive men, 
But draw their portraits with impartial pen. 
Ye master minds, inspired from on high, 
Sttike now the strings of love and unity; 
The clouds are looming, and the thunder's roar 
May yet shake our country from shore to shore ; 
Pollution reigns and fills the atmosphere, 
The wheels of government are out of gear. 
May yet some noble mind adjustment make. 
Not for himself, bat for his country's sake. 
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OF THE WAR, 



'TIS MIDWIG-HT O'EK THE BATTLE FIELD. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF MALVERN HILLS, VA., 
JULY 1st, '62. 

'Tis midnight; o'er tho battle-field 
^Thc chilly wind is sighing; 
And moonlight steals thro' deep'ning mist 

Upon the dead and dying. 
ITo longer bursts upon the air 

The rifle's vivid flashing — 
AU silont is the place -where rung 

The sabre's rapid clashing. 

Amid the bodies stiff in death 

One man, with life, is lying; 
Though fast upon his weary heart 

His bosom's blood is drying; 
But faster down his pallid face ' 

The tears are hotly streaming, 
For far away his aad thoughts roam, 

To loved ones sweetly dreaming ! 

As vividly, with magic skdl, 

The past fond mem'ry traces, 
He sees again his happy home. 

Dear forms and smiling faces ! 
His little children clasp his neck — 

He smoothes their sunny tresses ; 
And warm upon his lipa and brow 

He feels their soft c 
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Again he hears his wife's low voice 

Her hand hia own ia preesing; 
And fondly, eadly, to his ear 

Still floats her parting blessing ! 
And now the din of war steala in 

Upon the field of battle — 
Ho fights, though wounded, till he feinta 

Amid its deaf ning rattle. 

ITow colder to Lis ghastly brow 

The miaty air is creeping ; 
And from hia weakly-throbbing breast 

The blood ia faster leaping. 
He faintly mourna , " My home, farewell 1 

God soothe my poor wife's anguish ! 
I'd rather die here, on the field, 

Than as a captive languish." 

He speata no more ! As if in sleep 

His weary eyes are closing ; 
And soon the moon shines o'er his form, 

In peaceful death reposing. 
The morning dawns, and sunlight falla 

O'er bodies cold and gory ; 
But he beholds a brighter dawn — 

The dawn of Heaven's glory ! 

MATILDA BDKTON. 
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MOTHER "WOULD COMFORT ME. 



JULY 11th, 'G2. 

,nd sorrowful, far from my home, 
Sick among strangers, nncared for, unknown, 
Even the birds, that used sweetly to sing, 
Are silent, and swiftly have taken the wing 
No one but mother can cheer me to-day — 
No one for me could so fervently pray ; 
None to console m.e, no kind friend is near — 
Mother would comfort me if she were here 

If she were with me I soon would forget 
My pain and my sorrow, no more would I fret. 
One kiss from her lips, or one look from her eye, 
"Would make me contented and willing to die I 
Gently her hand o'er my forehead she'd press. 
Trying to free me from pain and distress; 
Kindly she'd say to me, " Be of good cheer, 
Mother will comfort you, mother is here." 

Cheerfully, faithfully, mother would stay. 
Always beside me by night and by day — 
. If I should murmur or wish to complain, 
Her gentle voice would calm me again. 
Sweetly a mother's love shines like a stai', 
Brightest in darkness when daylight's afar. 
In clouds or in sunshine, pleasures or pain, 
Mother's affection is ever the same. 

CHARLES CARROLL SAWVER. 
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EVER THE SAME. 

ENGAGEMENT ON THE YAZOO RIVER, MISS,, 

JULY 12th, '62. 

The glorious band of patriots, 

Who gave the flag its birth, 
Have writ with steel in history, 

The record of its worth. 
Erom east to west, from sea to sea, 

From pole to tropic sun. 
Will eyes grow bright and hearts throb high 

At the name of Washington. 

Ah! proudly should we bear it now, 

And guard this flag of ours, 
Borne bravely in its infancy, 

Amid tho darker hours ; 
The bravo alone may bear it thus, 

A guardian it shall be 
Por those who well have won the right 

To boast of liberty. 

The meteor flag of Seventy-six, 

Long may it wave in pride, 
To tell the world how nobly 

Our patriot fathers died; 
"When from the shadows of their night, 

Outburst the brilliant sun. 
It bathed in light the Stars and Stripes, 

As now in Sixty-one. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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THE DEUMMEE BOX. 

AT THE BATTLE OP MURFREBSBORO, MISS., 

JULY 13th, '62. ' 

The solemn work at last was o'er, 

And then towards the camp, 
The weary aoldiers went their way 

"With slow and heavy tramp; 
And aa the lanterns' fitful gleams 

Shone o'er the field around. 
What was it that sent baok the light 

Upon the bloody ground ? 

There, with his drum beside him laid. 

That ehould have been a toy. 
Was stretched the gory body 

Of a little drummer boy. 
Wine summers scarce had blessed him 

Ere hia little life went out, 
Amid the battle's thunder, 

And the foe's inglorious rout. 

Hia golden hair in clustering curls, 

Lay on his pallid face, 
And on his lip a gentle smile 

The soldier's eye could trace. 
His sweet blue eye was glassy now, 

His little Land was still. 
And bis young heart no more, alae ' 

With joy and pride would thrill. 
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Ah ! ourae -the traitor hand that sped 

That bullet swift and euro ! 
"Was there no power to ward it from 

That little bosom pure 7 
And was not stern death satisfied ? 

Could naught complote his joy, 
But the widowed mother's only hope, 

That little drummer boy ? 

A year ago the little one 

Was in hia village home, 
And often to hia childish ear 

The ead war news would come. 
This friend was dead, that battle lost, 

TJntil his swelling heart 
Within him burned, to take hia drum, 

And bear bis lifctlp part. 

Hia widowed mother — bless her, Heaven ! 

Proudly bade him go, 
And bare his little bosom to 

The bullet of the foe, 
Nor sigh, nor tear escaped her when 

She gave the parting kiss; 
Did ever Spartan mother make 

A eacriflco like this ? 



And now her heart ii 

Her prayers ascend on high. 
That God in tender mercy 

Will allow her but to diej 
For if in answer to her prayers 

The asked-for boon be given, 
She'll meet the darling of her heart 

And dwell with him in heaven. 
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But still not one repining word 

Her sorrowed Up will speak, 
For her spirit is a noblo oao 

Although her heart bo woah, 
And had she yet another son 

She'd li-eely let him go 
"Where "Willie wont to meet his death 

Before hia country's foo. 



THE MAN OF THE IRON "WILL. 

BATTLE 0¥ MEMPHIS, MO., 
JULY 18th, 'G2. 

Ate! toll! toll! toll! 

Toll the funeral bell ! 
And let its mournful echoes roll 
From, sphere to sphere, from pole to pole, 
O'er the flight of tho greatest, kingliest soul 

That ever in battle fell. 
Tee ! weep ! weep ! weep ! 

"Weep for the hero fled! 
For Death, tho greatest of soldiers, at last 
Has over our leader hia black pall cast, 
And from ua hia noble form hath passed 

To the home of the mighty dead. 
His form has passed away 1 

His voice is silent and still ! 
No more at the head of " the old brigade," 
The daring men who were never diemay'd. 
Will he lead thorn to glory that never can fade, 

The man of the iron will ! 

ANONYMOUS. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAIi PEN- 



PICKET SHOOTING. 

AT HARRISON LANDING, VA. 
AUG. 1st, 1863... 

To AND fro upon tLe green banks, , 

'Neath the moonbeams pale and fair, 
Paced a picket, silent, lonely. 

Thinking of the home afar. 
With his gun upon his ahoulder. 

To and fro he slowly trod, 
And his eyea were dim and misty 

As they fell iipoti the sod. 

" It was here," he murmured, sadly, 

" That poor Charley Stanton fell, 
Shot down by some lurking foeman. 

Here, within thia little dell ; 
Here it waa we found his body, 

When the golden morning broke, 
With the red blood on his forehead, 

From the gory bullet stroke." 

Then the soldier looked around him 

With a searching, anxious look, 
Peered behind each clump of bushes, 

Searched each silent, leafy nook, , 
But no foeman sprang to meet him, 

And ho murmured wearily, 
" There's no rebel lurking near me, 

Nothing lies in wait for mo." 
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y had the words been spoken, 
Whea thcro came a blmding flash 

J'rom a elump of swaying -willows, 
Moaning in the midnight blast j 

And the picket with a wild cry- 
Fell upon tho dew-wet gjound, 

With the red blood streaming redly 
Prom a gory, ghastly wound., 



CAYALBY EAiri. 



AUGUST 5tit, '62. 

" To HORSE I to horse !" the trumpet's breath 
Is wafted o'er wide fields of death ; 
A thousand horacmcn mount their steed 
Like tigers from the jungle freed, 
A thousand sabres flash in the air — 
A thousand hearts are beating there, 
Whilst downward to the Gulf they move 
O'er plains and hills and mighty flood. 

Again the bugle sounds ; and now 
A gleam of light breaks on each brow-, 
Aa each his sabre freely draws 
To vindicate our injured laws ; 
Each warrior feels that on him rest 
A nation's hopes by wrongs oppressed, 
And each looks forward to the hoar 
When victory lights on vale and bower. 
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POETICAL PEK-PICTUEES 

No craven voice is heard to cry, 
No coward with his downcast eye, 
Bnt flrm resolve is pictured there, 
And Freedom's banner floats in aix 
Above their beads like spirit bright 
That -wills tp watch the bloody fight ; 
Proud gonfalon that ever flies! 
Like golden cloud in sammor skies. 

Their tramp is like the ocean's roar 
"When mighty billows crowd the shore, 
Or like the avalanche that glides 
From mountain top adown its aides; 
A rapid torrent dark and swift . 
That leaps in scorn the rocky cliff. 
Their beating hoofs like aspen make 
The earth, with fearful echoes shako. 

Death leads the van, and then 
What piteous beings preea the plain ; 
What horrid shrieks apall the ear. 
What startling echoes answer near ; 
What manly fojTns are overthrown, 
What streams of blood in torrents ruuj 
Traitors beneath their falchions bleed, 
Or trod to death by fiery steed. 

Some seek by hasty steps to hide 
Them from the wasting tide, 
And hurry from that fearful doom 
That frightens with its horrid gloom j 
Whilst others in their mad career 
Fight bravely on still scorning fear, 
And give and take the deadly thrust 
That drags their honors down to dust. 
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The eabre'a edge is clogged with gore, 
And yet it drinliB and cries for more j 
Whilst onward o'er the plains thoy fly 
Like flocks of vultures in the sky, 
Shouting and tattling in their rage — 
Can nought but blood their thirst assuage? 
Must brother fall by brother's handa. 
And fatten plains of arid sands ? 

Yes ! 'tis the doom of traitors; on 
Till darkness veils the blazing sun, 
Ko look of sympathy to mock 
With pallid lip this battle shock ; 
But hoof and steel and death 
Breathe as of erst their angel breath, 
Till each conspirator's vilo form 
Is served as banijuet for the worm. 

The bugle calls from strife ; the sky 
Is covered o'er with shadows nigh. 
And darkness with its sombre form 
Comesdownandhides them from the storm; 
As if to save from trampling feet 
The traitors in their quick retreat. 
Who fly from slaughter as the hind 
In haste avoids the human kind. 

How many souls in fear have fled'! 
How many more sleep with the dead; 
How many sons of heroes slain 
Lie stretched upon the bloody plain T 
How many mothers, sisters moorn, 
And wait and watch their safe retnrn; 
Alas ! a civil war in madness walks 
Along our fields, in carnage stalks. 
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POETICAL PETT-PICT0HES 

And treasoa with ita hollow eyo 
Lifts lip its guilty head on high, 
And threats with fratricidal knife ; 
To fill our homes with blood and strife ; 
The 'venging blade our country calls, 
Our banners float on tho outer walls. 
The Stars and Stripes forever wave 
To lighten up each patriot's grave. 

And sabres flash from many a side 
To swell this host of loyal pride, 
And many a palace hall Ja lit 
And echoes with its children's feetj 
"While humble roof and cottage poor 
Echo the shout of volunteer ! 
Seizing with willing hand the knife 
That ends at once this bloody strife. 

Onward they march ; above the rest 
Hides the young hero with his waving crest, 
"With blade that flashes in the sun — 
Proud signal that hia victory's won ! 
The spires in distance pierce tho blue. 
And Baton Eouge breaks on the view; 
Eight hundred miles they now look back 
Where burning cities mark their track ! 

OSCAR J. WISHER. 
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THE DYING- C OLOE-BE AEEE. 

AT THE BATTLE OF LOMIi JACK, MO., 
AUGUST 10th, '62. 

Oh ! take me home to die, brother; 

Oh ! Take me home to die— 
For I'd look oa our native hills 

Before I close mine eye — 
Would dream again the pleasant dreams 

Of happy days of yore — 
■ Of the sweet songs that mother sang, 

"Which I shall hear no more, 

Uear where the laughing forest Htream, 

Leap'd its pebbly bed, 
Close by the old, moss-grown churchyard, 

Where rest the honor'd dead. 
Thus, dying in my country's cause, 

I there would long to sleep, 
That in the morn, the tear-gem'd flow'rs 

May o'er me bow and weep. 

'Mid trumpet's call, drum's dreaded roll, 

And cannon's fearful roar, 
Bright bay'nets glance and eahrcs flash, 

Yet warm with human gore — 
Onr men, with steady front, charged on 

Upon the rebel foe. 
Where carnage red looked on dire deoda 

Of sickening, mortal woe. 
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Thu8 in the battle, I upheld 

The flag of liberty, 
And thought how aweet it were to die, 

Oh I father-land, for thee — 
Then as traitor's bullet Bped 

Toward my trobbiiig heart, 
I cried with joy, midst shriek and groan, 

I, too have done my part ! 

A. p. AUPER. 



EALLTING KOUND THEIB STANDARD. 

MASSACRE AT FOKT BIPLEY, MINNESOTA, 

AueosT 20th, '62. 

'Tis heard, 'tia heard, that dreadful sound — 

Stem Battle's vengeful crash ; 
War's angry thunders echo 'round, 

While lightnings from the columns flash. 

Grand woods ring out with trumpet blast. 
And sharp the musketry contends; 

Opposing ranks pour thick and fast, 
Their murd'rous fire that horror lends. 

Hostile bands in desperate fray. 
Wake the air with clarion shout j 

The booming cannon iowly lay, 
And force the weaker to the rout. 

Batteries send in bounding notes, 
Their messengers of speedy death; 

The tocsin sound with clearness floats. 
The slain they strew the dewy heath. 
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The djiog ci'ieg of suffering life, 

Rise piercingly from moesy dale, 
As onw^ard peals the bitter strife, 

And omvard ily the leaden hail. 

■Warm, crimson tides flow fast from b 
Now rent with ghastly, gaping wounds; 

The victims of those wild behests 

With which the will of power abonnds. 

The soldier falls ! aye falls in blood. 
Of comrades shattered, dying, dead; 

'Tis on that field where strong he stood, 
He claims a warrior's hard death bed ! 

How desolate onee liappy bowers, 

Where naught was known but home delights ; 
The mighty sword exerts its powers, 

The conflict shows its hideous frights. 

Both cot and mansion 'neath the sway 

Of these demoniac legions fall; 
And seething, rise the smokes so gray, 

As ruin mark 'mid forests tall. 

Quick rallying 'round their standard high. 

They rush defensive of their eauso, 
'And cease when victory easts its die, 
On either horde — 'tis then they pause. 

Oh, dearly bought, unholy prize, 
At cost of human creature's doom ; 

Ye rulers, shun the sacrifice. 

And save the many hearts from gloom 1 

WILLIAM J. m'CLUKE. 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



DIE&E OP THE BAPPAHANNOOK. 

AFTER TOE HATTLE ON THE RAPPAHANNOCK, VA., 
AUGUST 21 ST, '62. 

Oh, there are thoughts that have no form, 
Deep, wide, aad strong to bring them forth, 

"Wild as the pent-up wintry storm 
That lingers in the frozen North, 

Till changing skiea give their dark ■whirlwinds birth. 

Such, Rappahannock, is thy tale. 

That rushes like thy tide to ocean's deep — 

Would that some ocean-bosom might prevail 

To hold the burden which each bound doth leap 
To pour its onward force relentless in its sweep, 

N'ot Israel's seat whose shadowy vale of death 
Spread its unnumbered hosts before his sight. 

Hail thy dark horrors steeped in dying breath, 
The ever resting, gloomy mist of night. 
No sun shall ever pierce with ray of cheerful light. 

Ye spirits, marshal up your ranks again, 
Ye knew the horrors of that day of gloom, 

Gather your serried hosts and lot tho plain 
Where hangs the drapery of a nation's tomb, 
Echo the tramp that march'd you to yoar doom ! 

No more — the thought ia idle as a dream. 
Yet Rappahannock's flowing stream must know 

The mutter'd curse that hath the raven-scream, 
" On all her banks let deadly nightshade grow," 
Nor poet's line e'er change that bitter curse of woe. 
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With timid feav the child shall lave hia feet, 
Like Egypt's bloody Nile, where rolls thy wave, 

While dismal spectres ever more shn.ll greet 
To drive all joyous life from freedom's grave, 
Where many thousand fell, the bravest of the brave. 

Ah ! 'tig a tale which shall curdle in the veins 
Of youth and age for centuries to come, 

And bloody horsemen tightly grasp the reins, 
Pausing and shivering to list thy spectral drum, 

Thy terror, which shall strike the warrior dumb. " 

And pulpit men, whose mission was of love, 
Yet clamor'd for this fray with vulture heak. 

In memory led those gloomy banks shall rove 
Where waken'd conscience her vengeance wreak. 
And tell stern truths the heart alone can speak. 

It hath been writ that war was once in heaven, 
Whose starry heights gieam'd with infernal fires, 

That dragon-blood hath well its fruitage given, 
And hell's deep hate the human fiend inspires, 

That mingles in the heart where pity's voice expires. 

Walk o'er these grounds, ye sordid men of gain, 
Thriving as vampires, on politic strife, 

On Rappahannock's ripen'd fields of grain 
Feast in your thought your elements of life — 
The food becomes ye well — the harvest day is riie. 

The chivalry of peace changes in war. 

To midnight prowl the fierce hyenas make, 

Could yet not let the cover'd corpse be where 
It fell in death, but stripped and naked, take 
The clothes it wore, nor ashes o'er it rake. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



MY CAPTAIN BEND LOW. 

AT THE BATTLK OP CENTERVILLE, VA., 
AU0U3T 28th, 'G2. 

My noblo commander, thank God you have come; 

You know the dear ones who are waiting at home, 

And Oh I it were dreadful to die here alone, 

No hand on my brow, and my comrades all gone. 

I thought I would dio many hours ago, 

And thoae who are waiting me never could know 

That here, in the faith of ita happiest years. 

My soul hag not wandered one moment from theirs. 

The dead are around; but my soul was away 

With the roses that bloom 'round my cottage, to-day, 

I thought that I eat where the jessamine twines, 

And gathered the delicate buds from the vines. 

And there— like a bird that had folded its wings, 

At home 'mid the amile of all beautiful things, 

With sweet words of welcome, and kisses of love^ 

Was one I will miss in. yon heaven above. 

By the light that I saw on her radiant brow 

She watches, and waits there, and prays for me now. 

My captain, bend low; for this poor, wounded side 

Is draining my heart of its lost crimson tide. 

Someday— when you leave this dark place, and go free 

Ton will meet a fair girl I she will question of me! 

She has kissed the bright curl, as it lay on my liead; 

When it goes back alone, she will know I am dead. 

And tell her the soul, when on earth was her own. 

Is waiting and weeping in Heaven, alone. 
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My Motlier! God help her! Her grief will be wild 
"When she hears the mad Eebels raurdered her child ; 
But tell her 'twill be one ewe.et chime in my knell, 
That the flag of the North now waves where I fell ! 
it ia well, it ia well, thus to die in niy youth, 
A martyr to freedom, and Justice, and Truth 1 
Farewell to earth'ahopoB, precious dreams of my heart. 
My life's going out; but my love shall depart, 
On the wings that my soul has unfurled, 
Going up, soft and sweet- to that beautiful world. 

ANONYMOUS, 



A BATTLE DIRGE. 



29th, '62. 

On ! sad is the dirge of a nation's dismay, 
And bitter the tears, and darli is the day ; 
The Eagle hath flown from her roek-crested nest , 
For her foemen have reaeh'd to the place of her rest. 
Hark ! her scream on the air raises up in affright 
The tigers cf war who quailed in the flght, 
While an echo prolongs to each valley and dell 
The key-note of sorrow — a dismal farewell. 

Farewell to the hopes that cluster'd so gay, 
The pennons that flaunted the breeze of that day; 
Our prestige of honor — oh ! who shall regain — 
That lies on the fleld of the three hundred alain ! 
Oh, mother, look not out of thy window above — 
There cometh no footstep thy welcome to prove ; 
Oh ! wife, linger not the postman to hear — 
He comes, but his news hath the mark of the bier. 
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Oh, daaghter — ob, sistor — oh, brother — oh fViend — 

Te never on earth your grootinga may blend; 

The ■warm tear of love ia dried on the cheek 

By a thrill of the sorrow that faileth to speak. 

Oh ! hearts that are wrung with the tidings of woe, 

How lately ye eang in the morning's fresh glow; 

'Tia evening now— sad, lonely and dark — 

"With the howl of the wolf and the eye of the shark. 

And dismal the waves that dash on the shore 
With the deep groaning sound of the battle's last roar. 
"Who — who shall achieve one solace — one ray 
To flash thro' the gloom a hope for the day ? 
Nay — nay, let me twine my lay with the wi-eath — 
With asphodel brought from the regions of deathj 
Let me hide in the dust the Flag of my pride. 
And wail to the tempests that mock and deride. 

Then muffle the drum to the alow, measured tread- 
To the march of the heroes who follow the dead; 
Let the bugle that charged for the battle's array 
Wail sad as the wind of the Winter's dark day. 
Yet the dirge of the corses that sleep ia their gore 
Shall come as a tempest the storm to outpour — 
Shall nourish to life the hopes that wore fled, 
And Freedom shall rise from the three hundred dead. 

RALPH HOYT. 
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OS THE WAK. 



A BEOTHEB'S SAD FAREWELL. 

lER THE SECOND BATTLE C 



AUGUST C 



'62. 



Dark was the niglit, with not a star 

To guide the sentry's feet, 
As backward, forward, to and fro. 

He trod Lis weary beat. 
His heart was sad — scarce yet a score 

Of years had touched hie brow, 
And he had heen a father's pride — 

A mother's care 'till now. 

He was the j'oungest of the flock, 

"Which once had iiamhered three. 
But now, alas ! not one was left 

Beneath the old roof tree. 
The violets were smiling now, 

Amid the naoas, that o'er 
His sister's grave he planted, but 

A few short months before. 

And the flrst-hom of that fair group, 

Two years had been away, 
A reckless wanderer, only God 

Knew where his feet did stray ; 
And he, that beardless boy, had felt 

His heart beat high and warm, 
When on the .Ship of State had burst 

The tempest and the storm. 
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"She must not sink," ho cried, " or if 

We're powerless to save, 
I'll sink with her, when she goes down 

Beneath the treacheroua wave I" 
And ho had left Ms home, with teara 

And hleasinga on his hrow — 
That youthful sentinel, who kept 

His starless vigils now. 

" I'll sing," ho said, " 'twill help to paB3 

These long dark hours away. 
And I must keep this weary boat 

Until tbe break of day." 
And 60, with low, sweet voice, he sung 

A song, which years before. 
His mother taugijt her little band. 

Before the cottage door. 

And olden memories filled his heart, 

And his firm cheek was wet ; 
He seemed to see his mother's faee — 

To hear her voice, and yet — 
" Halt ! give the countersign," he cried, 

As softly on his ear. 
Fell a low footstep, and his heart 

Beat high, but not with fear. 

He strained his eyes through the thick gloom, 

The intruder's form to see. 
" I do not know the countersign, 

But I am Henry Lee." 
" My brother !" and he wildly clasped 

The stranger's form ere long, 
" I knew^ you Charley, when I heard 

You sing our mother's song." 
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OF THE WAR. 325 

Words are inadeijuate to tell 

Of that long, close embrace, 
Or of the tears that fell from each 

Upon the others face; 
Or of the story told, when tears 

Had wept their fountaina dry, 
And those young hearts together watched 

The starless hours go by. 

For they who euug the same ewect songs 

Beforo tho cottage door. 
Led by a gentle mother's voice, 

In happy years before, 
Had met again ; each pledged to what 

He thought to be the right — 
The pickets of contending foes, 

That lonely, lonely night. 

It mattered not, the angels bend, 

Methinka, and lingered long, 
To look upon that holy scene, 

"Wrought by a mother's song; 
And when the ehadows of tho morn 

Aerost the valley fell. 
With sorrowing hearts, the brothers said 

A tender, sad farewell. 

MRS. SAEAII A. WATSON. 
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MAETYEED. 



I THE BATTLE AT I'AIRFAS COU: 
SEPTISMBEU 2d, '62 



The bannera droop above tlio qniet camp; 

Night felt, though viewloas, fiila the tranquil air ; 

Bach awartliy face is flushed with earnest prayer, 
That rises mingled with tho sentry's tramp. 

A fair-haired youth weeps aa the Bolemn BCeno 
Calls to hia mind our country's better days, 
Before its orbs burned pale through bloody haze, 

And mildew fell upon its living green. 

The briar-rose that bloasomed by the church; 
The clover-balm that through ita ■windows stole, 
Like iuconso rising from the thymy knoll ; 

The sombre hemlock and the fragrant birch — 

Green epota upon the deaert sands of thought, 
"With waters purling from an unseen fount, 
Seen in the moonlight shed o'er Memory's mount, 

Bringlightand bloom to hours with darknesa fraught. 

Soon com.bat blura tho sunlight with its breath ; 
The hostile weapon emiteB upon a rock, 
For no lesa fiercely in the angry shock 

Hia war-note hails the harvest home of death. 
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Like a huge camp-fire in a snowy valo, 

The red moon flames tliro' milky elouds, while star, 
CluBtering 'round it, gaze through fleecy bars 

Where cheeks that never blanched before are paie. 

Best, martyred youth I beyond the pale of depth 
There's choicer music than the village psalm, 
A richer incense than the clover-balm, 

A sweeter perfume than the roses breath. 

CLARENCE F. BUHLER. 



PUT NONE BUT MEN OW GUAED TO-KIGHT. 



Put none but men on guard to night; 

Put none but men, true men on guard; 
Put none but soldiers in the fight 

To guard our banner striped and starred. 
Let every man act well his part- 
Be honest, faithful, earnest, true; 
Ho ! patriots give both hand and heart — 

! 'tis your Country calls on you. 
Fling out our banners ! — let them wave, 

And 'neath them stand, or fighting fall t 
Then, up ! — arouse ! — your Land to save. 

To arms ! — ho ! rally, patriots all ! 
Put none but men on guai'd to-night; 

Put none but men, true men on guard ; 

JAMBS A. C. O'CONKOB. 
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OH, LET US MOUEH. 

FIGHT AT THE LOWER AGENCY MINN., 
SEPTEMBER 8tH, '62, 

Oh, let 118 mouTD— for tho w^arriors fame 

Prom him forever has fled, 
And bis noble deeds and his glorious name 

Let us link them with the dead, 
For be shall not die as the warrior dies, 
With his frowning hrow to tho golden skies. 

Oh, let na grieve that ambition baa 

Bade him to treachery bow; 
That he who played once a Patriot's part 

Is mingling with rebels now. 
Oh, breathe it not to the winds of heaven, 
Let tite traitors's name from the earth be riven. 

Oh, let lis weep — for his gallant deeds 
Are shadowed now with a cloud. 

And many a heart for tho warrior bleeds 
That was once so stem and proud, 

And eyes are now weeping to see the brave 

Thus sink to a cold and dishonor'd grave. 

Aye, let ua mourn — for he must fall. 

But not as tho brave shall die; 
For his traitorous deeds have blotted all 

That once shone so gloriously. 
For he shall not die as the warrior dies, 
With his frowning browa to tho glorious skies 

PINLEY 
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HE WILL NEVER COMB AGAIN. 



AFTER THE BATTLE OS I 

SEPTEMBER 14tIJ, '62. 

Thou art Tvatchiiig, wife, for Willie, 

'For his q^uick and safe return 
From the bloody field of hattle — 

And thy fervid heart doth bnrn 
For the echo of his footstep 

At the little cottage door ; 
But, alas, dear wife, 'tis foUy, 

Willie can return no more. 

Thoa art waiting, wife, for "Willie, 

But thy waiting will be long, 
And thy heart will fill with sadness,. 

As you watch the passing throng ; 
Then the tears will dim thy vieion, 

And thy choelc grow pale with feai', 
When you learn the fall of Willie, 

For the cause be held most dear. 

Yea, your Willie died a hero 

On the fearful battle plain. 
And thy love cannot recall him,, 

Uor thy gentle voice again 
Bring responses from bis bosom, 

For his heart is bush'd and still, 
And you'll miss him, sadly misa him, 

In the cottage on the hill. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEN- 

Kisa tlio cliildrcii, wife, for Willie, 

Bid them eaci. a long farewell, 
And when years shall give them wisdom, 

Teach them how their father fell, 
That their eyes may cease to wander 

Down the little narrow lane, 
For a form once bo familiar, 

That will never come again. 

EOBEKT M. HAST. 



THE SOLDIBE'S EEQUIEM. 

AFTER THE BATTMl AT SOUTH MOUNTAIN, MD., 

SEPT. 14th, 1862. 

South winds blow soft wliBre the soldier is lying. 

Tread with your lightest step, whisper more low — 
Oh, waft to its home this spirit undying — 

Novqr a mission more pure shall ye know ! 
Ever let rosea, their fragrance distilling, 

Weep o'er the mound of theballowed dead; 
And, while their cupe w^ith dow^-toare are filling 

Let the daisies and blue-hells wave over his head. 
Long be his name, hia fame and his glory 

Joined in our hearts, with the land of his birth — 
And let his deeds live brightest in stoiy, 

Chaunted and sung by the fairest of earth ! 
Keep bright the stara that he left to your keeping, 

Soil not the Banner — for aye let it wave 
Over the land where the hero is sleeping — 

Never should land be so proud of a grave 1 

AMONTMOUS. 
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OF THE WAR. 



THE SWORD OF BUNKER HILL. 

T THE SURRENDEK OF MAHYLAND HEIGHTS, MD., 

SEPTEMBER 15th, '62. 

Ha lay upon "his dyiog bed, 

His eyes were growing dim, 
When with a feeble voice he eailed 

His weeping son to him : 
Weep not, my boy, the voteren said, 

I bow to Heaven's high will, 
But quickly from yon antlera bring 

The Sword of Bunker Hill. 

The flword was brought, the soldier's eye 

Lit with a sudden flame; 
And as be grasped the ancient blade. 

He murmiired Warren's name ; 
Then said : — My boy, I leave you gold, 

But what is richer stil! : 
I leave j'ou, mark me, mark me, now, 

The Sword of Bunker Hill. 

Obi keep the Sword — bis accents broke — 

A smile, and he was dead — ■ 
But his wrinkled hand still grasped the blade. 

Upon that dying bed. 
The eon remains, the sword remains, 

Its glory growing still, 
And twenty millions blesa the sire 

And sword of Bunker Hill. 

ANONYMOUS. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 



" OH ! TAKE ME HOME TO DIB." 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF ANTIETAM, MD., 
SEPT. 17, '63. 

The night waa clear, the moon shone bright. 

High in tho heavens vaulted hall, 
White silently a ship of war, 

Lay 'neath the frowning fortress wallj 
Tho peace of heaven smiled around, 

" All's ■well," resounded far and near, 
While on that vessel's moon-lit deck, 

Eeclined a wounded volunteer. 

He slowly moved his pallid lips, 

In dreams, mayhap, of early life. 
Perchance he heard again the crash 

And discord fierce of mortal strife ! 
"Lie still, brave one, the morning dawns," 

A kind nurse said, who stood beside ; 
" The sun will soon shine bright again, 

And naught of ill shall thee betide." 

" Where are we now F" he falt'ring asked ; 

" Has not our ship yet left the shore ? 
Will I soon SCO my native State — 

Eeceive my mother's kiss once more ? 
Oh ! tell me nurse — alaa ! I see 

That my fond wish is all in vain; 
We have not sailed — ^your look imparts 

What your kind heart seeks to retain." 
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" Wei], be it so — I ■will not grievo, 

Though my desire is thus pass'd by ; 
I'd suffer ■willingly each pain, 

If they'd but take me home to die. 
My country aek'd of me my life. 

And that I'd give my land to save, 
For better far 'tis thus to die, 

Than in its ruins find a grave. 

" Thia to my mother — father — all — 

Relate, when of my death you teU; 
Say that for them I braved the strife, 

And for my country, fighting, fell ! 
Would that I could but see them all 

Before mine oyos in death grow dim ; 
That cannot be — 1 fee! it noiv : 

Nurse, sing once more your ev'ning hymn." 

With tearful eyes, and trembling voice, 

Tho nurao ■with tenderness obeyed [ 
And aa the hymn she softly eang, 

The soldier closed his eyea and prayed. 
He slept— the nurse still lingered nigh, 

All watchful of hia ev'ry need ; 
And as she gazed, her tear-drops told 

How her kind heart did for him bleed. 

A smile of pleasure lit his face. 

As waking from a dream of blisa ; 
" Ah I nurse," said he, " I have been home : 

Yes — and received my mother's kiss ; 
My family and friends have been 

Around me here while thus I slept; 
They tried to ease my throbbing wound. 

And o'er me kindly bow'd and wept. " 



Hcssdb, Google 



i POETICAL PEN-PICTURES 

Kind iiiirae, fareTrolI ! — and tako thia cap — 

'Twaa with me in our last great flgbt — 
That to my motlier give and Bay 

I left for her my last ' good night.' 
I ask no more — J am content, 

And leave for all a fond good bye — 
How dark it is — oh, God! I wish 

That they would take me homo to die. 

The nurse received the sacred charge 

And laid it on his heaving breast; 
While with sad heart and falling tear, 

She watched him slowly sink to rest — 
To that eweet rest which naught shall break, 

Until the last great trump shall soiind, 
"When Loyalty ehall bliss receive, 

And Treason's groan through hell resound. 



"When morning dawned upon the scene. 

The ship was ready to unmoor, 
But ere that dawn his brave young soul 

Had left for e'er life's troubled shore 
They laid him in a Southern grave, 

"Where patriot hearts in future years 
Will pay a tribute to his worth. 

And consecrate it with their tears ! 

J. HENRY UATWABO. 
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MY COUNTRY. 

BATTIiE OF I — TJ — K — A, MISS., 

aEPTEMBEB 20'-rii, '62. 

My country, my country, though humbied and Bore, 
Though now thou art bleeding at every pore, 
There is joy for thee yet— for thy brow is a croivn, 
And nations shall envy thy future renown. 
My country, my country, thou pride of my soul, 
Tho' storm-winds have raged, with no hand to control. 
Have rocked thee as rock they the ship on the main. 
Thy travail in sorrow shall not prove in vain. 

Behind darkest clouds shine the brightest of stms— 
And deep shadows fall on tho streamlet that rune 
In the greenest, the loveliest, sunniest dell. 
Where summer birds warble, and mortal men dwell. 
But tho clouds disappear, the earth smiles again, 
More fragrant and fresh from the torrents of rain, 
And shadows that darkened the streamlet are gone, 
And birds' songs are sweet as their matins at dawn. 

My country, my country, oh, One reigneth still, 
" "Whom He Joveth He chasten," as lie doth will ; 
And thou, from the furnace, like gold that is tried, 
Shall brighter beam forth, from thy dross purified. 
Freedom's fires shall again burn in, hall and cot, 
As orst they were wont, in thy happier lot, 
Tho people were sovereigns— when by no despot hand 
A sceptre bad swayed o'er our Heaven-blest land. 
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336 POETICAL PEN- 

My country, my country, tliou art loved next to &od ! 
Though mau'a blood has reddened thy emerald sod 
Till faith has been palsied, ■we'll walie from the epell, 
And hope till the watchman shall cry " All is well 
My country, my country, there is joy for thee yet ; 
Thy sun, with its glory now dimmed, is not set ; 
And the kingdoms of earth, that rejoice o'er thy woe, 
Shall bow at thy faet when their pride is laid low. 

CAUCASIOK. 



ALL OP THEM. 

BEFOEE THE ATTACK ON AGUSTA, KY. 

SEPT. 27, 1862. 

With head erect and IJps compressed, 

He throws his hammer by ; 
The purpose of his manly breast 

la now to do or die 
He seeks the camp : " Put down my name, 

My boys will miud the shop ; 
If my country wants my heart's blood, 

I'll shed it drop for drop. 

" And hero comes now the oldest boy ; 

My son what would you do ?" 
" Father my brother will drive the trade ; 

I've come to fight with you." 
" God bless him ! "Wei!, put down his name 

I cannot send him home, 
But here's the other boy, I see ; 

My son, what made you come ?" 
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" Father, I eould not ■work alono; 

The shop may go to — grass ; 
I've come to fight for the good old flag; 

Stand off here — let me pass." 
"Yes, put him down — he's a noble boy; 

I've two that are younger still; 
They'll drive the plow on ^Flushing farm, 

And work with a right good will, 

" My God .' and here comea one of them I 

"My son you muat not go !" 
" Father, when traitora are marching on, 

I cannot plow or sow " 
" Well thank G-od, there is one yet left — 

He will plow and sow what he can; 
But he is only a boy, and can never do 

The work of a full grown man " 

With a proud heart, the blacksmith turned, 

And walked to the other aide ; 
For he felt a weaknoaa ho almoat acomBd, 

And a tear he fain would hide. 
They told hira then his youngest boy 

Waa putting his name on the roll ; 
" It must not be," said the brave old man; 

No, no, he's the light of my eoul I" 

But the lad came up with a beaming face. 

Which bore neither fears nor carea : 
"Father, say nothing — my name ia down, 

I've let out the farm on shares." 
JTow they've marched to the tented field, 

And when the wild battle shall eomo, 
They'll strike a blow for the Stars and Stripes, 

For G-od, and their Country and Home. 

ANONYMOUS. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEN-PICTtTRES 



THE SPARTAN MOTHEE. 

AT tht: battle of cokinth, miss,, 
OCTOBER 4th, '62. 

Thus oneo a Spartan mother spoke — 
- " My son go fortli to war, 
And in the battle's deadly shock, 

Be fame thy gcidiog star ; 
Disgrace not Sparta's honor'd name, 
But death prefer to loss of fame. 

" I'd rather sec thee, O my eon I 
Borne home upon thy shield 

After a victory nobly won 
Than think thit thou could'st yield, 

Or leave thy arms, to aid thy flight. 

From foes, however great their might. 

" Eemember Sparta'a martial laws; . 

Think of Termopolea 
May all the Gods defend thy cause, 

And send thoo back to me. 
Enriched with spoils, but richer far 
In honors gained in glorious war." 

Ah ! vain attempt to tell the joy 
That filled that mother's breast, 

"When she beheld her darling boy 
Eeturn among the rest 

And heard 'mid shouts of loud acclaim 

Her son, their youthful leader's name. 
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OP THE WAR. 33' 

Mothers in every age should bo 

Like this brave Spartan damo, 
And tell their sons, the same as she, 

The worth of deathless fame, 
And yield them at their country's eal! 
To conc|_uer for her, or to fall, 

A. ]?. A., 2d reqt., n.t.n.g. 



A'WAKE, YB BAEDS. 



OCTOBER 9th, 'G2, 

Awake, yo bards, your torches now ignite, 
And spread throughout the land a glowing light; 
liiume the world around, both far and near, 
Sustain the emblem of our country dear ; 
Hold up tho Stars and Stripes, in ev'ry State 
Denounce the wicked bat uphold the great — 
The trul^ great — who, like our "Washington, 
Would bask in happiness 'neath Freedom's enn, 
Or wade through blood our honor to maintain ; 
Hurl to eternity the servile chain. 
The caiise of turmoil in our noble States, 
And quench the fire of would-be potentates, 
Restore to happiness the land we love ; 
If war it must he, why tJien war approve. 
And let the eagle proudly soar above. 

JOUN H. WEAVER. 
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POKTIOAIi PEK-PICTUBES 



HOW OUE CAPTAIN PELL. 

REBEL INVASION OF CH AMBERS BUHQ PA-, 
OCT. 11 '62. 

" On comrades, to the charge ! 

Boys, do your duty well !" 
Thus cheering forward to the fight. 

Our brave young captain fell : 
We clustered round his prostrate form, 

"We bore him from the field — 
Nerveless the arm that never m.ore, 

A patriot's sword might wield. 

He fell — that Christian soldier, 

In manhood's strength and power ; 
Bright rose life's vista on his sight, 

In that first fearful hour ! 
He fell — at duty's post no more, 

Fresh honors to obtain ; 
He fell, while fighting manfully. 

The cause he loved to gain ! 

" Art thou resigned (the question came. 

As pierced by wounds he lay,) 
Thus in the glorious prime of life, 

To pass from earth away? ' 
" Aye I'm resigned, I soon shall gain 

My everlasting rest !" 
Fear or repining found, no place 

In that brave soldier's breast ! 
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r THE WAR- 



CHAELEY WAa NOT THERE. 

FTER THE BATTLE OF POOATALIGO, S. C, 

OCTOBER 2 2d, '62. 

I HAVE seen the hardy veterans, 
Afi they were marching home, 

Calling forth the cheers of multitudes, 

That rang out on the air; 
"While people crowded 'tween tho ranks. 
And welcomed each their own, 

But 1 stood Bad and lonely then, 

For Charlie was not there. 

And there were fond embraces then, 
When loving hearts did meet, 

And tears of joy were streaming 

From two bright eyes everywhere; 
But many where tho choaking sobs, 
While gazing down tho street, 

That well'd up from my lonely heart, 

For Charlie was not there 

And the tattered, amoke-stained colora, 
With bullot-riddled stars. 

Waved o'er the men as proudly then 

As on that day they wore 
Unfurled amid the carnage fierce ; 
Now they show their battle-scars, 

And they drooped in sorrow past nic, 

For my Charlie was not there. 
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I knew that he had fallen then 

On that bloody field of strife, 

That tho ebbing current of Lis life 
Had damped his auburn hair ; 

Yet anxiously I gazed upon 

The troops ; for I, his wife, 
Clung fondiy to the regiment 
Though Charlie was not there. 

Yes, bow proudly we bade farewell, 
But two short years ago, 

I looked upon his manly form 

And left him in the care 
Of Him who rules our destinies ; 
And trusting Him, I know 

He is watching o'er the stricken here, 

But Charlie was not there. 

The streets are all deserted now ; 
My beating heart be stilJ, 

Por he in dreams will near me be. 

From his spirit-home so fair. 
I'll seek my lonely pillow. 
And with joy my heart will thrill 

When in dreams of future happiness. 

My Charlie will be there. 

HENEY WHITE. 
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Oir THE WAK 



HOW FARES IT WITH HIS MOTHER 

AFTER THE BATTLK OF WAVIJRLY, TENN,, 
OCT. 23, '62. 

How farea it with hia mothei'i' 

A shock 60 rude, so stern — 
Where, in her desolate anguish, 

Por comfort will she turn ? 
She may turn to the blameless life, her son, 

Through the grace of God, did lead, 
To the noble sacrifice he made, 
In his conntry's hour of need ! 

She may dwell on the hope to which he clung 

In that last trying hour, 
"When the closest, fondest ties of earth, 

To comfort, have no power — ■ 
When tJie Saviour's love alone, can shod, 

A joy o'er parting life ; 
E'en thus sustained, her loved one passed, 

The bounds of earthly strifo I 

Peaceful as when in infancy, 

Upon her breast he lay, 
So sank he in the conq'rer's arms, — 

He slept his life away ; 
Earth may not rob him of tho crown. 

Which G-od's redeemed ones wear — 
Well may that mother's heart rejoice, 

Though her loss be hard to bear I 
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POETICAL PEN-PICIDBEa 



SEMPEE PAEATTJS. 

THE OBSERVANCE OS THANKSGIVING DAY BY 21 STATES 

OCTOBER 27th, '62. 

Birth-place of Freedom ! — sweet homo of glory, 
Deapota most tremble where thy banners wave; 

Millions oJ hearts beat high when thy story 
Is snng by the voice of the fair and the brave : 

Thy sons, ever ready, stand firm in thy cause, 

A breastwork, protecting thy fame and thy laws 1 

Birth-placo of Freedom I land of perfection 
Garden of plenty, of sunshine and shade ; 

Thy vernal beauty is but the reflection 
Of a smile, descended from God to thy glade ; 

Thy eons, ever ready, stand firm in thy cause, 

A breastwork, protecting thy fame and thy laws ! 

Birth-place of Freedom ! — pride of our sires, 
Home of the exile, and hope of the brave ; 

On every hili-top burns Freedom's bright fires. 
To cheer the oppressed — to comfort and save : 

Thy sons ever ready, stand firm in thy cause, 

A breastwork, protecting thy fame and thy laws! 

Birth-place of Freedom ! — thy sons adore thee, 
And joyously offer their praiao at thy sbi'ine ; 

The world may bow down in worship before thee. 
For thou art the handwork of Wisdom Divine : 

Thy sons, ever ready, stand firm in thy cause, 

A breast-work, protecting thy fame and thy laws! 
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or THE WAR. 



TURE OF KEBEI. CAMP NEAR BERRYVILLE, VA., 

OCTOBER 29th, '62. 

Twenty millions held at bay ! 

Why, Northmen, why ? 
Leaa than half maintain the day, 

Why, Northmen, why? 
With the sturdy iron will, 
With the pluck, the dash, the skill. 
With the blood of Bunker HiU, 

Why, Northmen, why ? 

Standing yet are Sumpter's walls — 

Why, Korthmen, why ? 
Slumber yet the avenging balls — 

Why, Northmen, why? 
Charleston left to scoff at ease ! 
Eichmond vaunting as it please ! 
Traitor taunts on every breeze ! 

Why, Northmen, why ? 

Hear onr wounded eagle wail! 

Why, Statesmen, why ? 
See our spangled banner trail ! 

Why, Statesmen, why ? 
Coward England moeks again ! 
Courtly Paris shrugs disdain ! 
Cordial Eussia throbs with pain ! 

Why, Statesmen, why? 
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By our past, so bright renowned, 

On, Northmen, on ! 
Bj oar future, starry-crowned. 

On, Northmen, on ! 
By the riouth, deceived, misled. 
By our hundred thousand dead, 
"Who for North and South have bled. 

On, Northmen, on ! 



LINT AND BANDAGE. 



BEFOEE THE BATTLE OE SNICKER S GAP, ELtTE BIDOE, 
NOVEMBER Sd, '62. 

Out from our circle of home joys 

Nobly and bravely they go. 
Husbands, and brothers, and lovers. 

Onward to meet the dread foe ; 
Though the heart throbs with wild anguish. 

Bidding them haste to the tight, 
Yet we pray G-od in his mercy 

Ever to guide them right. 

While 'mid the thick coming dangers. 

Now self-denying thoy roam, 
"We must not idly await them. 

While they now shield each dear homo ; 
Think, when the battle is over. 

Wounded and bleeding they lie, 
Bandage and lint we must send them. 

Or the brave heroes must die. 



Hcssdb, Google 



OP THE WAE. S4( 

O'er the old vestment we linger 

Gleaning a balm for the wound. 
Breathing a prayer for their safety, 

There 'mid the cannon's deep sound : 
Busily ply we the needle. 

Many a garment prepare, 
Many a keepsake so useful. 

Send wo to lov'd ones etill there. 

Come with bands ready to aid us, 

Come with a gift for their need. 
Send them a warm word of cheering, 

Prom tho heart bid them " God apeedj" 
Tea ! we must fly to the rescue, 

Aid now the dear fallen brave, 
Eeseue with care kind and loving, 

Them irom a deeply mourned grave. 

JOSEPHIHi: PUEMAN. 



ON, OK VALIAKT SOLDIERS. 



AT THE BATTLE OP NASHVILLE, TENN., 

NOVEMBER 5th, '62. 

On, on valiant soldiers I the tocsin is sounding 
Arouse ye to action, brave men of the North ! 

From hill, vale and dell war's alarum resounding, 
Bids ua rally to arms and for battle go forth j 

Arm, arm for the conflict ! ec[uip for the fight ! 

And battle for country, for homo and for right. 
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On, on valiant soldiers 1 win unfadiag glory, 

And forever oar high, holy purpose shall be 
To attest the grand truth, of the oft cited story. 

That our own hallowed soil is " the land of the/ree." 
Then arm for the conflict, and fearlessly smite, 
Ay, battle for country, for homo and for right. 
On, on valiant soidiera ! and when future ages 

Would know where the mantle of honor should fall, 
lio ! the records inscribed upon history's pages. 

Shall point to Columbia's sons— noblest of all, 
Then arm for the conflict ! go forth in God's might, 
And battle for country for home and for right. 

AMEUA. 



MUSIC ON THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 

AT THE BATTLE OF HASTSVILLE, TENN., 
DECEMBEK., 7, '63. 

Music on the field of battle — 

Martial music ! how it thrills ; 
How it fires the noble soldier, 

And his soul with valor fills ! 
Music on the field of battle. 

When the fight is raging hot ; 
When the cannons loudly rattle — 

When it slorms with grape and shot t 
How it makes of cowards — heroes, 

Makes all braves to falter not, 
As on we march to death or glory, 

'Mid a hail of grape and shot ! 
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OP THE WAK. 



VICTORY ! 
BATTLi: or Crawford's prairie, ark., 

DECEMEES 7tH, '62. 

Thkre ia a HOund of triumph in the air 

Froiiibattle-fleldewherebloodT,va3 poured like wine, 
And human lives were quenched with little care, 

And ghastly carnage swept along the line ; 
A Bound of triumph, — Victory ia oura ! 
Ho more the sullen war cloud darkly lowers. , 

By hero hands the victory ia won ; 

A courage, God-like in its strength, haa nerved 
Each lion heart ; redly arose the sun 

In brightness, and in splendor set, nor swerved 
That gallant band until the field was gained. 
And they with glory crowned, though battle stained. 

Honor to all who battled on that field 

To these the living, and to thoae the dead. 

To one the highest honors we may yield, 
Biit on the other those cannot be ahed ; 

They have a brighter crown than earth can give, 

And in our memory their bright deeds live. 

The Nation's heart once more beats glad and high. 
On every hand her song of triumph swells ; 

Hor Bagle leaving his own native sky. 
With Victory beside our banner dwella, 

Our Fatlier'a God ! we thank Thee that om- ears 

Have heard Thy voice, for it hath quelled our fears ! 
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POETICAL PEN-ncTUKES 



TO-MOEEOW. 



SECOND BATTLE OF FREDERICKS BUBO, • 
DECEMBER 13tH '62. 

A SUMMER evening, calm and beautiful; 

A forest margin and deep solitude ; 

The pale moon shining 'mid the floating clouds, 

Which ever and anon, obscures her face ; 

A sentry pacing 'mid the shadows deep. 

His musket gleaming in the flitting raya 

"Which now and then pierce thro' the leafy boughs. 

Here is a scene of quiotnoea and peace. 

Which may be broken ere another night 

By all the horrors, din and roar of war! 

Thro' many a scene of sanguinary strife 

Thus far the soldier hath in safety passed; 

And as he treads alone his silent beat, 

And thinks of those dear ones, far, far away, 

In hopeful accent bear him fondly breathe 

The aimplo word — "To-morrowl 

True, the man 
Is at his post to watch the wary foe : 
But ah 1 the heart is in that Northern home. 
With those he loves far better than all else. 
Save the dear land for which he left them all 
To give his life, if need bo, for the cause 
Of Liberty and Truth 1 
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What happy thouglitB 
And bright antitipationB fill his Boul ! 
What are the loved ones doing now at home? 
This is the hour when they were wont to pray, 
All gathered 'round him in the olden time, 
In Bweet eommunioa with the One above, 
And are they praying thua to-night, for him, 
As be has often prayed for them at eve, 
When in the silence of bis narrow tent,"J 
Amid the hurry of the midnight march, 
Or in the lonely hours of picket-guard ? 
Will they expect the soldier home so soon ? 
Oh ! blessed hope — to meet them all again, 
Far from these Bcenea of war and war's alarms 
While musing thus the picket was relieved, 
And sought his quarters in the distant camp ; 
And as the " aweot restorer" closed hia eyes, 
And calm oblivion o'er his senses stole, 
Ho murmjirod fondly that sweet word again- 
The word — " To-morrow!'' 

And the morrow came I 
Calm, bright and beautiful was all the scene. 
It was the calm before the fearful storm— 
The awful silence ere the earthquake broke ! 
Scarce had the sun appeared above the hills 
That formed the distant Eaatera horiaon, 
When the fierce shock of battle broke the calm. 
And warlike legions met in mortal strife ! 
Great was the carnage as the conflict raged. 
With varied fortunes, 'till the close of day ; 
When glorious victory at last was ours! 
The foe retreated from tSe gory field, 
And Freedom's banner triumphed once again 
O'er Treason's bated flag ! 
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And where is ho 
"Who longed so fondly for the morroVs san, 
When the long term of service would expire. 
And he could seek once more Lis peaceful home, 
And claBp the loved ones to his heart again ? 
G-o look amid yon pile of Union slain, 
Where that fierce charge was made on rehel ranks. 
And where our brave boys fell beneath their fire 
Like grass before the mower's steady hand ! 
Well done, thou good and faithful warrior ! 
Thou art now home indeed — gone homo to Heaven I 
Those anxious ones, far, in that bright home, 
Will hear the battle's heart destroying news, 
And watch and wait for him they loved so ivell, 
For many a weary day and sleepless night 1 
Oh, loving spirits, watch and wait no more, 
He is another martyr to the cause 
Of Union and of Eight ! 

God help them all! 
A ead to-morrow it has proved to them 
And many others in our stricken land, 
But when this gloomy night of life departs. 
Before the dawning of an endless day. 
When wars and partings shall be known no more, 
They shall be with him in that Happy Land, 
Forever and forever. 
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TELL ME DEAREST DO TOU MISS ME. 

AFTER THE BATTLE OP GOLDSBOEOUGH, N. C. 
DEO. 18, '62. 

Tell me, dearest, do you miss me 

At the morning's early hoar, 
When the dewy diamonds sparkle 

In the crown of every flower ? 
Do you m.iBa me ■when the Bun ia 

Straight above our hemisphere, 
And the world seems all in motion, 

And BOems in the best of cheer. 

Tell me dearest do you miss me 

"When the stars are coming forth, 
And are lighting up their signals 

For the people of the earth ? 
Do you misa me at the midnight — 

In your slumber does it seem 
That my hand is tracing visions, 

Pleasant visions in your dream ? 

Tell me, dearest, do you miss me F 

No, the answer you may keep. 
For I know your thoughts are with me, 

In your wakefulness or sleep. 
And it gives me arms of iron, 

Strung to bravo whato'er may come, 
Por I'll but return to honor 

One who misses me at home. 

AKONTMOOS. 
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THE ISSUE'S MADE. 

BEFORE THE BATTLE OF HOLLY SPRINGS, MISS., 
DECEM2ER 19tH, '62. 

The isaue'a made, o«r Flag displayed. 

Let he who dare retard it; 
No'coTvarda here grow pale with fear, 

Pot Korthern swords now guard it. 
The men who won at Lexington 

A name and fame in story, 
"Were patriot aires, w^ho lit tho fires 

To lead their sons to glory. 

Like rushing tide down mountain side. 

The Northern hosts are sweeping ; 
Bach freeman's breast to meet the tost 

"With patriot blood is leaping. 
How Southern sneer and bullies' leer 

"Will find swift vengeance meted ; 
For never yet since foemen met 

Have ITorthern men retreated. 

United now, no more we'll bow, 

Or supplicate, or reason ; 
'Twill be our shame and lasting blame, 

If we consent to treason. 
Then in tho fight our hearts unite, 

One purpose move us ever; 
Uo traitor hand divide our land, 

No power our country sever. 

JOHN CLANCY. 
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GEEAT JEHOVAH. 

REBEL RETALIATORY PROCLAMATION, 
DECEMBER 2Sd, '62. 

Great Jehovah ! pure and holy. 
Thou who reigneth oyer all, 

Lead ua on to deeds of valo;r, 
At our country's soiemu call. 

Thou -who led our nohle eirca, 

Through the gloomy days of old; 

Oh, forsake us not we pray thee, 
Uor thy gracious power withold. 

Be our guide thro' tribulation, 
By the orphan be thoa e'er; 

Ease the heart where sorrow nestles, 
Andj oh ! dry the widow's tear. 

When this war shall eeaee its thunders, 
And our blood no longer flow, 

May wo^athor light and wisdom, 
Prom this fearful shock of woe. 

May our hearts be tum'd from anger, 

Love again our bosoms fill; 
And the mighty God of battles. 

Lead us onward as He will. 



Hcssdb, Google 



POETICAL PEN-PIOTtTRBS 



THE SONG- OP THE SHELL. 

FIVE DATS BATTLE ON THE YAZOO BIVBB, 

<. 27, '62 



Sullen, and strong, and thick, and tall, 

Eiaes the Bastion's moated wall. 

The glacis is amooth and the ditch is deep, 

And the "weary eentry may never sleep ; 

Over the parapet, heavy and dun, 

Peers the mouth of the barbette gun. 

While lightnings flash and tempests glow 

From the gloomier eaaematea down below, 

Strong is the work and stout tho wall, 

But before my Bong they must crumble and fall — 

Cramble away to a heap of stones. 

Mingled with fragments of dead men's bones, 

And red with the blood that flowed as they foil. 

Their requiem sung by tho howling sholl. 

Flaunting, and boasting, and brisk, and gay, 

The streets of the city shine to-day. 

Forte without, and army within, 

To think of surrender were deadly sin ; 

For the foe far over the wave abide. 

And no guns can reach o'er the flowing tide. 

They can't ? Through the air, with a rush and a yell, 

Comes the screech and the roar of tho howling- shell; 

And the populous city is all alive 

"With the bees that are leaving the ancient hive ; 
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And the market-places are waste and bare, 

And the Bmoko hangs thick in the poisoned air ; 

And ruins alone shall remain to tell 

Where the hymn of destniction was sung by the shell. 

Traitorons and bloodthirsty, mad with wrath, 

Charleston stands in the nation's path — - 

Stands and flaants a bloody rag, 

Insulting the stars on the dear old flag. 

But Snmter is crumbled and ground away, 

And "Wagner and G-regg are oura to-day, 

And over the water, on furious wings. 

The shell from the " Swamp Angel " flies and sings, 

It sings of the death of the traitorous town. 

It sings of red-handed rebellion crushed down. 

Sharp are its cadences, harsh its song, 

It shrieks for the right and it crushes the wrong ; 

And never a blast, shaking netheiTuoet hell, 

Cried vongoanco and wrath like the songof theabeU. 

J. WARREN NKWCOMB, JR. 



THE SONG OF THE EAIN. 



31sT, '62. 

j, how they q^uiver and flash, 
When the clouds send their cavalry down ; 
Bank and fllo hy the million, the rain lancers dash 

Over mountain, river, and town; 
Thick the battledrops fall, but they drip not in blood ; 
The trophy of war is the green, fresh bud ; 

Oh, the rain, the plentiful rain ! 
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The pastures He Ijaked and tlic fnrrow is bare; 

The wells, they yawn empty and dry; 
But a rushinp; of waters is heard in the air, 

Aud a rainbow leaps out in tbe sky. 
Hark! the boavy drop's pelting the sycamore leaves, 
Wasb the wide pavement and sweep from, the eaves, 
Oh, the rain, the plentiful rain ! 

See the weaver throw wide bis one swinging pane, 

The kind drops dance on tbe floor ; 
And his wife brings her flowerpots to drink the rain, 

On the step of tbe half-open door; 
All the time on the skylight, far over his bead, 
Smiles the poor cripple laid on his hospital bed ; 
Oh, the rain, the plentiful rain ! 

And away,far from men, where the mountains tower, 

And the little green mosses rejoice, 
And the bud-headed heather nods to the shower, 

And the hill torrents lift up their voice; 
And the pools in the bellows mimic the flight 
Of tbe rain, as their thousand points dart up inlight; 
Oh, the rain, the plentiful rain ! 

And deep in the fir- wood below, near tbe plain 
A single thrush pipes full and sweet ; 

How days of clear shining will eome after rain, 
Waving meadows and thick growing wheat ! 

So the voice of hope sings in tfao heart of our fears, 

Of the harvest that springs frojn a nation's tears; 
Ob, tho rain, the plentiful rain ! 
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THE AMEEICAK BOY. 

LOSS OF THE FIRST MONITOR, 

OFJ CAPE HATTERAS., 

JAHDARY 1st, '63. 

Loud ring the bella from many a towenv- 

The year ia eighty- three — 
A father by the window eits 

With a child upon his knee, 
And hears the giadaomo notes proclaim 

The birthday of the Tree. 

The banner which our fathers loved, 
And which their sons shall prize, 

With not a singlo star effaced, 
Floats proudly to the skioa — 

The emblem of a nation's strength 
Ko foeman dare despise. 

" Dear father," now with earnest voice 

Ontspeaks the eager son, 
" My teacher told mc, yesterday. 

What glorious deeds were done 
In the war that burst upon the land 

In eighteen sixty-one. 

" She told me with what patient hearts 

Our noble soldiers bore 
The toilsome march, the frugal fare, 

The hardships of the war; 
The greatest — so my teacher Bays — 

That history ever saw. 
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"I wish I had been living then, 

I'd be a soldier, too, 
And help defend the noble flag 

From all the rebel crew; 
I'd be ashamed to stay behind, 

Bear father, wouldn't yon ? " 

Upon the listening father's face 
A painful flush there came ; 

The patriot- soldier's meed of praise 
Ho coaM in nowise claim, 

And the question of his little 80n 
Smote him with sudden shame. 



OTJBS IS A HAPPY LOT. 

FIRST BATTLE AT VICKSBURG, TENK., 
JANUARY 3d, '63. 

Oims is a happy lot ; — we hear the story 

Of the bright star, the manger, and the cross, 

Of sorrow flrst, and afterwards of glory, 
Of heavenly triumph following earthly loss, 

We throng the halls of scioncfe and of learning, 
"We read of noble deeds of other daya, 

And our young hearts with proud deeirea are burning 
To emulate the heroes that we praise. 

Wo lift our eyes and see our etar-strewn banner 
i'loating its folds above our sheltered homos; 

O, noble hero-fathers ! in like manner 
"Would we defend our flag when d 
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COMEADBS ! HARK ! THE CANNONS RATTLE. 

REBEL ATTACK ON SPRINGFIELD MO., 
JANUARY 7, '03. 

Comrades ! hark ! the caimons rattle, 

Startling night and nature lone ; 
While shriebingly tho god of tattle 

Leapeth to hie crimson throne ! 
Slip the demons of your slaughter ! 

Havoc deal the hated horde ! 
Pight for home, wife, siater, daughter — 

Wave the banner, wield the sword 1 

Comrades ! when the hot storm gathers, 

Eonnd ehall crowd in iinaeen show, 
Shrieking ghosts of buteher'd fathers 

Guiding the avenging hlow I 
Death to those who tortures slowly 

Dealt by flame, and rack, and cord ! 
.Onvfard, for your cause is holy — 

"Wave the banner, wield the sword ! 

Comrades ! ye life's chance who give for 

Native land, her peace and fame 1 
If ye win you've all to live for — 

If ye fall, our tears ye claim 1 
If you fly j'our Curs'd in story ! 

Forward ! then with one accord : 
Let your cry be freedom ! glory! — 

Wave the banner, wield the eword ! 

JAMES BHUTON. 
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THE LITTLE HERO. 

CRE OP THE HAKHIET LANK AT GALVESTON, T 
JANUARY 8th, '63. 

A NOBLE youth, scarce ten years old, 

He stood amid the storm ! 
Unmoved and steadfast — truly bold — 

All selfish thoughts to scorn ; 
Hia little hand was gory red — 

He sought the captors wild, 
And calmly to the chieftain said, 

Slay ye the little child ? 

He stood beside the cabin door. 

Upon the bloody deck ; 
His heart with faith was running o'er — 

He grieved the vessel's -wreck; 
Yet stood he bravely at his post, 

And fired with steady hand; 
A hero, patriot, and the boast 

Of that devoted band. 

His father fell — the child was spared ! 

He saw hia bleeding sire; 
His patriotic breast was bared 

To meet the Traitors' fire ! 
And with a firm, unerring aim 

He laid the Bcbel low ; 
Though 'round him fell the lurid flame 

Of desolating woe. 
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THE SOLDIEE'8 LOVE. 

flUrOKE THE BATTLB OF BED MOUND, TENH., 
JANTIAKY 9th, '63. 

" Oh come witli me, in my little boat, 

Come ibrtli with me my Jane; 
For with the dawn I go to the war. 

And may never come back again." 
She went with him in his little boat. 

And they glided down the stream — 
'Twas a .pity that war, with its bloody front, 

Should sadden their love's young dream.. 
The lover drew close to the lady's side, 

And rested hia oars awhile, 
And the teara were In the lady's eyes. 

Though the red lips tried to smile : 
" Oh ! dry those tears, my own, and givo 

Thy parting blessing now !" 
And tenderly ho stooped to press 

Her lips, and cheek, and brow. 
And stilly glided the gracefal boat, 

And back to their home they came, 
And the boat then landed its loving freight, 

That it never might land again. 
And the lover went forth with morning dawn, 

With many a comrade brave — 
They went to conquer on battle-field, 

Or rest in a soldier's grave. 
The winds one night, tossed the foam wreaths high 

Prom the White Lake's angry breast, 
And the storm was fierce, as it swept in wrath 

From the hills with their cedar crest : 
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And faster and faster throngh the night 

Came the drops of plashing rain, 
And wilder and wilder the tempest grew, 

As it heat against the pane. 
And the shuddering lady turned away. 

And laid hor down to rest, 
And her cheek was white as the pillow's white 

Which the Borrowing lady prest j 
And was she awaking, or was she asleep, 

Or was it all a dream — 
That sad-faced figure dimly shown 

By the night-lamp's waning beam. 
And was she awaking, or was she asleep. 

And did she hear her name, 
As the outstretched arms were held to her, 

With " Come to me, my Jano !" 
And heard she of the hattlo-field, 

"Where the dead and dying lay ? 
And fainter and fainter grow the light. 

While the wind-guste rattled the pane 
And still the fading figure, said, 

"Oh, come to me, my Jane." 
When the Eastern gray had turned to red, 

Then forth the Lady Jane — 
Forth from her childhood's home, which she 

Might never enter again. 
Away from the hills with their cedar crest, 

Away from each valley and stream, 
Prom the glassy lake when its breast was white, 

'Keath the moonlight's silver sheen. 
And she tarried not for food or rest, 

She tarried not for sleep. 
Her face was calm, though at her heart 

A grief lay buried deep. 
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And off to the bloody battle-field 

The lady wended her way, 
And searched for her jover, a sorrowful search, 

Wh§re the dead and dying lay. 
Bravo hearted men, whose hands were red, 

All red with the carnage etain, 
Their eyes were wet while they led the way 

For the sorrowing Lady Jane 
Where the crimson lay brightest upon the sod, 

They pointed to him there — 
And the lady knelt and kissed away 

The death dampa from his hair. 
And tenderly, lovingly raised the head 

And pillowed it on her breast, 
I weon it were a fitting place 

For a soldier's head to rest. 
" 1 fought them well and hard, my love, 

In the hottest and thickest fray, 
And many a comrade fell with me, 

And we gallantly won the day, 
I thought of you 'mid the crashing shells, 

'Mid the rifles deadly rain — 
And I thought of you, longed for you as I fell. 

And you came to jce, my Jane." 
Then she kissed her soldier's eye-lids down 

Ere the film had gathered there, 
And over his face she gathered a pall, 

'Twas her own bright wavy hair. 
And they marveled that long and silently, 

She knelt with a drooping head, 
And each cheek was blanched when found at last 

That lady Jane was dead. 

KATE B. TYSON. 
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i OS ARKANSAS POSr, ARK., 
JANUARY 11th, '63. 

XioHELT on the border path, 

Lonely by the flashing Btream, 
Lonely 'mid the wildwood treada 

The man -who would his land redeem. 
His comrades, 'round the bivouac fires, 

Sleep on their weapons but to rise, 
When fierce and vengfu! foes approach, 

To watch and guard as warriors wise 
Proudly on the beaten track, 

He clasps his rifle to bis breast, 
And thinks of home, of dear ones there — 

His coimtry, with dark strife distressed, 
A vow is uttered, as alone 

The sentinel resumes his round r 
"My land beloved I'll vindicate, 

Tho' blood shall steep the darksomo ground." 
His comrades hear the hattlo-sound, 

And stricter are their vigils now ; 
In readiness stand every form, 

And Honor lights each manly brow. 
The loud command, so sharp and shrill, 

The quietude an echo gives; 
" Attention men I To arms ! Advance ! 

Defeat the foe, and Freedom lives." 
Sweet morn in grand effulgence reigns, 

But where are they — the forest band ? 
Amid tho strife, to live or die 

For Freedom, and their native land. 

WM, J. m'cluhr 
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HE WOULD NOT LEAVE ME ON" THE FIELD. 

AT THE CAPTUUF, OF PORT HINDMAN, ARK., 

JANUARY 20Tn, '63. 

I AM dying, mother ! slowly dying, 

Beneath the holly shade; 
Upon the hill-side near the river, 

My fainting form is laid. 
A wounded comrade's arm is round me 

Soothing me to rest— 
Softly pillowed is my fevered head 

Upon his heaving breast. 

In the conflict, fierce and wild, 

The SoEthren ranks to sever — 
Poromoat struggling in the strife, 

"We wounded fell together. 
In his arms he gently raised me. 

Nature's strength returning, 
"While sternly in his eye a vengeful fire 

Was like a meteor burning. 

He would not leave me on the field to die 

'Mid the thousand slain; 
And he bore me from the sEorm of battle. 

Weak and tott'ring in his pain. 
He is sleeping, mother ! sweetly s 

A rest that knows no waking; 
And soon shall we, our duty done, 

A heavenward march be making. 
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OUE HEROINES. 

REVIEW AT BEAUPOKT, S. 0., 

JANUARY 29th, '63. 

IN BEATIEOKT. 

Headquarters, Uept. of the South, l 
Hilton Head, S. C, Jan. 25, 1863. J 



T[ III. The Chief Quartermaster of Department 

"Will give Captain Mary a riding garment — 
A long, rich, skirt of comely hue, 
Shot silk, with just a suepieion of blue, 
A gipsy hat, with an ostrich feather, 
A veil to protect her against the weather, 
And delicate gauntlets of pale buff leather; 
Hor saddle with Bilver shall all be studded. 
And her pony — a sorrel — it shall be blooded : 
Its shoes shall he silver, its briddle all ringing 
"With bells harmonizing well with her singing. 

And thtis Captain Mary, 

Gay, festive, and airy, 

Each morning shall ride 

At the Adjutant's side 
And hold herself ready, on all fit occasions, 
To give him of flirting his full army rations. 

By Command of. Etc. 

Charles H alpine. 
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OUE IRISH AMERICAN HEROES. 

MOONLIGHT BATTLE NEAR THE BLACKWATER, VA., 
JANUARY 30, '63. 

Then fling out the banner, on high let it wave 

O'er the land of tbe Exiles affection, 
And cursed be the coward, and branded the slave 

Who refuses that flag his protection ; 
'Tis the emblem of freedom on sea and on land, 

No tyrant shall ever profane it. 
By Heaven ! it thus shall continue to stand, 

Tho' wo spill our heart's blood to maintain it. 

Then up with the banner, up, up with the flag, 

While millions of freemen surround it. 
Our children whenever we sink in the grave. 

Shall inherit that flag as me found it ; 
No renegade traitor with dastardly hand. 

Nor foreign assailant shall rend it. 
While an Irish- American stands on the soil, 

With a heart and an arm to defend it. 

Then fling out tbe banner, up, up with the flag, 

Before which proud Albion's red ensign 
Trailed humbly in dust, an anathemized rag, 

Degraded at Torktown and Trenton; 
Then up with tbe standard, up, up with the flag. 

Hurrah! 'tis the flag of the world. 
We swear before Heaven to fight and to save. 

Or to fall while it still is unfurled. 

JAMES TROY, 
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THEY COME AGAIN. 



DECEMBER 31ST, '63. 



Hark ! the tide of war approaches, 

As it came iu months agone, 
And the traitor flend encroachea 

On tho soil where we were bora 
Sounds the bugle-call, alarming, 
Hosts at rest again are arming, 
And 'gainst vilo invaders swarming, 

As they did in months agone. 
Crush them now, that they hereafter 

May be known as friends that were; 
Free us from the scorn and laughter 

Of Britannia's haughty slur. 
If our trust has been misplaced, 
And our shames yet uneffaced, 
Onr volunteers have ne'er disgraced 

The holy causo that bids them on ! 
Children let us bo no longer; 

Let us crush them now, or say 
That their valor is the stronger — 

That our own has had its day. 
Eight to end this red effusion, 
Fight to end this cursed delusion. 
And break up this dire confusion 

That pervades our land to day. 

GEO. O. SMAH. 
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" DON'T FEAE DEATH, MEN." 

OP THE REBELS AT FORT DONELSON, TENS., 
FEBRUARY 5tH, '63. . 

From Donelaoii's stem, serried bights, 

For our country — G-od's blessing upon her ! — 
Brings out our young hcroe's brave rallying cry : 

" Don't fear death, men, fear only dishonor ! " 
Charge bravely for Douglas, to-day, 

Where patriots and traitors are meeting ; 
Though dead, he shall win the proud field, 

While TOO shout a victorious greeting, 

Remember the land of tho West — 

Our homes toward thts san'a golden setting — 
That the hearts which have loved us the best 

May have naught for reproach or regretting ! 
Strike home for our banner to-day ; 

For our country — God's blessings upon her ! — 
For the blood-baptized flag of the free ; 

" Don't fear death, men, fear only dishonor ! " 

Brave words, of a bravo, loyal heart. 

Fair sunlight for death's frowning portal ; 
Embalm them, O, centuries grand. 

In their patriot beauty, immortal I 
Ring out that brave rallying cry ; 

For our country — God's blessing upon her ! — 
For tho blood-baptized flag of the free ; 

" Don't fear death, men, fear only dishonor I " 
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THE WONDBKFUL RITEB IS SILBKT NOW. 



THE KISING OF THE MISSISSIPPI ElVEE, 
TEBRUARY 20th, '63. 

The wonderful laver ia eiicnt now, 

Bolted, and locked, and barred ! 
Its current is rapid as ever before, 
But the navies of peace its bosom once bore, 

Are under suspicion and guard ! 

Vain are the ricbes of valioy and plain, 

All in that wonderful land ; 
For the river that wedded the Worth and the South 
la closed at the middle and closed at the mouth, 

Closed by an iron hand. 

On the limitlesa prairies the corn may grow rank, 

And down in the valleys below, 
The cotton and cane may flourish in vain, 
'Till God shall see fit to sunder the chain 

That severs the palm from the snow. 

Tho navicB that float on the wonderful stream 

Are navies o£ terror and wrath. 
Destruction and death through the valleys they bear; 
With sulphurous vapors they burden the air, 

And fury flames up in their path. 

The cities are sullen and sorrowful now; 

Their beauty is wasted and worn. 
The hamlets and towns are shattered and burned, 
The panther, the bear, and the wolf have returned 

To the fields of tho cotton and corn. 
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IS WAR TIME. 

CELEBRATION 01' WASHINGTON'S BIRTH-DAY. 
FEBRUARY 22d, '63. 

Once more, dear friends, you nioet beneath 

A clouded eky ; 
Nofc yet tho sword has found its sheath, 
And, on the swcot spring aira thehrcath 

Of war floats by. 
Yet trouble springs not from the gronnd, 

Kor pain from chance; 
Th' Eternal order circles round, 
And wave and storm find mete and bound 

In Providence. 
Full long our feet the flowery ways 

Of peace have trod, 
Content with creed and garb and phrase; 
A harder path in earlier days 

Led up to God. 
Too cheaply truths, once purchased dear, 

Are made our own ; 
Too long the world has smiled to hear 
Our boast of full com in the ear 

By others sown. 
To see us stir the martyr fires 

Of long ago ; 
And wrap our satisfied desires 
In tho singed mantles that our sires 
Have dropped below. 
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But now the cross our -worthies bore 

On us is laid. 
Profession's quiet sleep is o'er, 
And in the scale of truth onoe more 

Our faith ia weighed. 
The cry of innocent blood at last 

Is calling down 
An answer in the whirlwind blast, 
Ihe thunder and the shadow east 

From Heaven's dark frown. 
The land is red with judgments. Who 

Stands guiltless forth ? 
Have we been faithful as we knew, 
To God and to our brother true, 

To Heaven and Earth ? 
This day the i'earful reckoning oomes 

To each and all ; 
We hear amidst our peaceful homes 
The Bummone of the conscript drums, 

The bugle's call. 
Our path is plain ; the war-net draws 

Bound us in vain, 
While, faithful to the Higher Cause, 
We keep our fealty to the laws 

Through patient pain. 
The leveled gun, the battle brand 

We may not take ; 
But, calmly loyal, we can stand 
And suffer with our suifering laud 

for conscience sake. 

JOHN O. WHITTIEIl, 
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YE SONS AND SIEBS OP LIBEETY. 



PASSAGE OP THl: ? 

FEBRUARY 25th, '63. 

Ye sona and sires of Liberty, 
To war's fierce cry awake ! 
Give up your joys, give up your lives, 

For dear-bought freedom's sake ! 
Raise ye the Stars aud Stripes on high, 

And 'neath its shadow^s swear, — 
While life shall last, to keep its folds 
In triumph waving there ! 

Give up your homes, your joya, and all, 
For Freedom live I — for Freedom fall ! 
Ye sons of Liberty. 

Ye sons and sires of Liberty, 

In marshalled hosts arrayed, 
Together called, but to preserve 

Dear Freedom's course — betrayed ! 
Bare ye the steel in this great fight, 

Defend your native sod ; 
Ye war for Freedom and for Eight, 
For Justice and for God! 

Give up your homes, your joys, and all, 
For Freedom live ! — for Freedom fall ! 
Ye eons of Liberty. 

}. HENBT HAVWABD. 
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THE GREAT CONSCRIPTION BILL EXCITEMENT, 
FEBRUARY 27tH, '63. 

Exempt ! from what ? a knapsack, and gun, 

A blanket and a uniform ; 
Some weary marches in the ann, 

And nights out-doors amid the storm ? 
That's all : — my boy, I pray you wait 

Before you laugh and say, " all right ! " 
Tour papers have not waived your fate, 

You have the battle yet to fight ! 

Exempt ! come, have you brains, a tongue. 

Within your breast a living heart ? 
Then stand where you belong, among 

The men who fight on Freedom's part ! 
Stand to your guns ! be brave and calm; 

Beware the foo with whom you deal, — 
His mouth is full of deadly harm, 

His lies aro worse than cutting steel. 

Exempt ! there's no such thing, my boy ! 

You're not exempt while war endures; 
Think you your pale face can destroy 

Your country's right to you and yours ! 
-Exempt ! no more of that poor word — 

Or fill it with a better sense ; 
So shall your country's voice be heard, 

In calling you to her defence ! 

EDWARD EVERETT. 
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OF THE WAR. 



SPRING AT THE CAPITAL. 

pbesident's levke at Washington, d. c, 
MARCH 4th, '63. 

The poplar droops beside the way 

Its tasseled plumes of silver-gray; 

The chestnut pouts its great grown bads, 

Impatient for the laggard May, 

The honeysuckles lace the wall ; 
The hyacinths grow fair and tall; 
And mellow sun, and pleasant wind, 
And odorous bees are over all. 

Uor Katnrc does not recognise 
This strife that rends the earth and si 
No war dreams vex the winter sleep. 
Of clover-heads and daisy-eyes. 

She holds her even way the same, 
Though navies sink or citiea flame ; 
A snow-drop is a snow-drop still. 

Despite the nation's joy or shame. 

"When blood her grassy altars wet, 
She sends the pitying violet 
To heal the outrage with its bloom, 
And cover it with soft regret. 
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8 POETICAl, -PEN-PICTURES 

O crocuBOB with rain-wet eyes, 
O tondcr-lipped anemones, 
"What do ye know of agony and death. 
And blood-won victories t 

No shudder breaks your sunshine trance, 
Tho' near you rolls, with slow advance, 
Clouding your shining leaves with dust. 
The anguish-laden ambulance. 

Tonder a white encampment huma j 
Tho clash of martial music comes ; 
And now your startled stems are all 
A tremble with the jar of drums. 

Whether it lessen or increase. 
Op whether trumpets shout or cease, 
Still deep within your tranquil hearts 

The happy bees arc murmuring "Peace!" 

O flowers ! the soul that faints or grieves, 
New comfort from your lips receives ; 
Sweet confidence and patient faith 

Are hidden in yowr healing leaves. 

Help us to trust, still on and on. 
That this dark night will soon be gone. 
And that these battle stains are but 

The blood-red trouble of the dawn — 

Dawn of a broader, whiter day 
That ever blessed us with his ray — 
A dawn beneath whose purer light 

All guilt and wrong shall fade away, 

A, J. ELLARD. 
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OF THE WAE. 



EAST TENNESSEE. 

BATTLE AT SPRINGFIELD, TENS., 
MAKCH 5, '63 

East Tennessee ! East Tennessee 1 
My soul is glad at thought of thee 
Upon thy everlasting hills, 
And in the mnrmuring of thy rills, 
Are heard the songs ot Liberty, 
Snng by thy eons, East Tennessee. 

But with thy songs is heard a wail, 
Coming from hill, and plain and dale. 
On summer breeze, 'tis bomo along, 
I hear it now, " great God how long 
Before my exiled sons shall see 
Onco more, their own Bast Tennessee t" 

Hot long, not-long, for God is just. 
And right is strength, prevail it must; 
Ten thousand stalwart men declare, 
To avenge thy wrongs, to do and dare. 
To flght and bleed, and die for thee. 
The Patriot's bomo, East Tennessee ! 

LIEUT. JOHN H. KINGSTON. 
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POETICAL PES-PICTURES. 



THE LIEUTENAKT-COLONEL. 

AT tut: CAPTUaE OP YAZOO CITY, MISS., 

MARCH 12th, '62. 

You think liis parents can never more 

Above Ilia grave see the country rise : 
Well, it may be ho, for often before 

The angels have beamed to blinded eyea ! 
Let me tell you — not one of their kith or kin 

Has lived eo nobly or died so well ; 
And before another like him they win, 

Every man of the race may meet his knell. 

One day in tho churchyard — ^think of this ! — 

Twenty graves may lie, twenty tombstone stand ; 
And around nineteen shall the serpents hisa 

And the weeds outgrow^ the sexton's hand. 
But the twentieth — o'er it a nation weepa, 

While it covers the others with cold neglect, 
Unheeding where leech or jurist sleeps 

Or giving, at beat, but a chill respect. 

" Ah, here, " says the patriot, seeking the spot — 

" Here, amid these rubbishy common bones, 
There lies one man of a nohler lot, 

Whose name and deeds the country owns. 
Here, George, the Lieutenant-Colonel, lies, 

Who fell when the last Union fight was won! 
Gone upward — the brave man never dies ! 

Heaven prosper his soul when all is done ! " 

HENRY MORFORD, 
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OP THE WAR. 



FIFTY YEAES. 

A.T THE GREAT UKIOX LEAGUE MEETING, N, Y. 
MARCH 14th, '61. 

In fifty years, the little commonwealth 
Our little league of states, that, in its early day, 
Skirted the long Atlantic coast, has grown 
To a irast empire,^lled with populous towns 
Beside its midland rivers, and beyond 
The snowy peaks that bound its midland plains 
To where its rivulets, over sands of gold 
Seek the Pacific — 'till at length it stood 
Great 'mid the greatest of the Powers of Earth, 
And they who sat upon Earth's ancient thrones 
Beheld its growth in wonder and in awe. 

******* Pierce is the strife. 
As -when of old the sinning angels strove 
To whelm, beneath the uprooted hills oi heaven, 
The warriors of the Lord. Yet now, as then, 
God and the Eight shall give the victory. 
For us, who fifty years ago went forth 
Upon the world's great theatre, may we 
Yet see the day of triumph, which the hours 
On steady wing waft hither from the depths 
Of a serener future ; may we yet, 
Beneath the reign of a new peace, behold 
The shaken pillars of our commonwealth 
Stand readjusted in their ancient poiss. 

WILLIAM CUtLEN 
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POETICAL PEN- 



THE BLACK EEGIJIENT. 

EXPLOITS OF THE COLOHED TSOOFS IN 

MAKCH 16th. ■'63. 

Daek as the clouds of even, 
Ranked in the western heaven , 
"Waiting the hreath that lifts 
All the dread mass, and drifts 
Tempest and falling brand 
Over a ruined land !— 
So still and orderly. 
Arm to arm, knee to knee, 
Waiting the great event. 
Stands the hlack regiment. 
Down the long dusky line 
Teeth gleam and eyeballs shine; 
And the bright bayonet, 
Bristling and firmly set, 
Plashed with a purpose grand, 
Long ore the sharp command 
Of the fierce rolling drum 
Told them their time had come, 
Told them what work was sent 
Eor the black regiment. 
" Now," the flag-sergeant cried, 
" Though death and hell betide, 
Let .the ■whole nation see 
What I we are fit to he 
Oh ! what a shout there went 
From the hlack regiment ! 
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" Charge I" Trump and drum awoke ; 
Onward the bondmen broke ; 
Bayonet and sabre-stroke 
Vainly opposed their rush. 
Through tho wild battle's crush. 
With bat one thought afluah, 
Driving their lords like ehaif, 
In tho guns' mouths they laugh j 

Or at the slippery brands 
Leaping with open hands, 

Down they tear man and horse, 

Down in their awful coiirsej 

Trampling with bloody heel 

Over tho crashing steel, 

All their eyes forward bent, 

Eaehed the black regiment. 

"Freedom!" their battle-cry — 

" Freedom 1 or leave to die I" 

Ah ! and they meant the word, 

Not as with us 'tis heard, 

Hot a mere party -ehont ; 

They gave their spirits out; 

Trusted the end to God, 

And on the gory sod 

Boiled in triumphant blood. 

Glad to strike one free blow, 

"Whether for weal or woe; 

Glad to breathe one free breath, 

Though on the lips of death. 

Praying — alas I in vain! — 
That they might fall again. 
This was what " freedom " lent 
To the black regiment. 
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POETICAL PEN -PICTURE 8 



LAY OF Alf IMPEISONBD UNION OFPICEE. 



MARCH 19th, '63. 

Te may mock, yc may torture 

With bar and with chain, 
Bat the soldier of Eight 

Laugha at jeering and pain ! 
Boast on as ye please, 

Of your tyranons flag, 
Twill ehout for the Banner 

On Jjiberty's crag — 
For the beautiful Banner, 
The sacred bright Banner, 
The Umiom's old, Banner of Stars ! 

I have hope in the day, 

I have hope in the night : 
Honor's Angel flings o'er me 

Broad visions of light ! 
Tour tyranny sinks, 

But my Government shines 
"With a grand glory gleamed 
From Eternity's shrines 
While I shout for the Banner, 
The sacred bright banner. 
The Union's old, Bunnerof Stars ! 

■WILLIAM ROSS WALLACE. 
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Of THE WAR. 



LAND OF THE POEEST AND THE EOCK. 

BATTLE AT MILTON, TENN., 

MAivcn 20th, 'G3. 

Land of the forest and the rock — 

Of dark-blue lake and mighty river — 
Of mountains rear'd aloft to mock 
The storm's career, the lightning's shock — ■ 

My own green land forever ! 
Land of the beautiful and brave — 
The Freeman's home — ^the martyr's grave — 
The nursery of giant men, 
Whose deeds have linlc'd ■with every glen. 
And every hill and every stream. 
The romance of some warrior-dream 1 
! never may a son of thine, 
Where'er his wandering steps incline, 
Forget the eky which bent above 
Hia childhood like a dream of love, 
The stream beneath the green hills flowing. 
The broad armed trees above it growing, 
The clear breeze through the foliage blowing 
Or hear, unmoved, the taunt of scorn 
Breathed o'er tho bravo New England born ; 
Or mark the stranger's jaguar-haud 
Disturbed the aaies of the dead. 
The buried glory of a land 

Whose soil with noble blood is red, 
And sanctified in every part, — 

Nor foci resentment, like a brand, 
Unsheathing from its fiery heart ! 

Q JOHN a WHITTIER. 
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POETICAt BEN-PICXTISE8 



THE EEPTJLSE. 



; AT M MINNS VILLE. KY., 
MARCH 2l8T, '63. 

The cannon now resounds, the hurrying driim 
Loud beats to arms and tella the ibemen " Comoj" 
Quick forms in line and marches our Brigade, 
As gay as if they formed for their parade. 
Upon their bayonets bright the sunbeams dance. 
The skirmishers come out, spread wide, advance. 
Tho leaders on each side exhaust their skill, 
But hours "wear on and they but skirmished still. 
The rebel leader heads hia tiger band, 
And boldly seeks to meet us hand to hand ; 
Like beasts of prey o'er th' intervening space, 
His frantic followers loudly yelling race. 
Quick from our rear impetuoua couriers bound, 
Their rapid gallop shakes the echoing ground; 
Rushing along, " G-lve way, give way," they cry. 
Comes on their lieels the horse artillery. 
They sweep by, while a cloud of dust conceals 
The panting horses and the whirling wheels; 
Down the steep hill with headlong haste they go, 
"Wheel round their guns and point them at the foe 
The rebels come, the word to fire is given, 
And gaping earth and ijuivering man are riven ; 
A new host rushes o'er tho gory plain — 
Again the cannon roars, that host is slain. 
Once more tho desperate charge tho bravest led. 
Once more the cannon roared, and all lay dead. 

! REYNOLDS. 
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OP THE WAR. 



" COTTON'S KING." 



MARCH 24th, '63. 

So THE haughty satraps cried, 

Storming in their godless pride; 

Honor, mercy never known, 

Justice on a shattered throne. 

And the only chorus — " Might, 

"With Lis red arras makes the Right- 
Cotton's King ! " 

Hark! there la another cry; 

How it swcepu, a tempest, hy 7 

See, a Nation firc-eyod stands. 

Freedom's Charter in her hands ! 

See, the satraps storm no more, 

"While the gans on Vieksburg roar, 
" God is King!" 

''."Wreaths for heroes fighting! " shout; 

Fling our flag, a star, storm out; 

Honor has not left the clime ; 

Jiistice sweeps the Harp of Time, 

Shaking all the ransomed shore, 

"While the guns of Vieksburg roar, 
" God is King!" 

Nations, join the joyous cryl 

"Worlds, that shuddered in the sky 

As yo looked down on the chain 

Clanking over Earth and Main; 

Shout, " The tyrant's reign is o'er ! " 

"While the guna on Ticksburg roar, 
" God is King ! " 

WM. ROSS WALLACE. 
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POETICAL PEN-PICTUEES 



THE EEPUGBBS. 



MARCH 27th, '63. 

A WOMAN, ono with niitimoly froet 

Creeping along lier hair; 
And a boy whose sunny locks had lost 
Small Btore of the gold of childhood, tossed 

By a mother's kiases thoro. 

The clouds hnng thick on the mountain's broi 

And the stars were veiled in gloom. 
And the gorges around were white with snow 
But below was the prowling, cruel foe, 
And the light of a burning home. 

" Mother, the wind is cold to-night," 

Said the boy in childhood's tone; 

" But oh ! I hope in the morning light 

That the Union linoa will come in eight. 

And the storm will soon be gone. 

" I am very weary, mother dear, 

With the long, long walk to-day; 

But the enemy cannot find ns here, 

And I shall slumber without a fear 

'Till the night has passed away. 
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" 8o tell me now ere I sleep once more 

The measago that father gave 
To his comrades, for yoa and mo before 
T-he glorioas flglit on the river's ahorej 

That made a soldier's grave. 

Then the mother told with tcarlesa eye 

The solemn words again : 
" Tell her I shall see her standing by, 
"When the calm comee on of the time to die, 

And the wounds have lost their pain. 

" And teach my hoy for ever to hold 

In his heart all things above — 
The wealth of all earth's uncounted gold. 
Or life with its sweet, sad joys untold — 

The worth of a patriot's love," 

As his blood at the mosaage quicker stirred 
The boy's bright arteries through — 

" I will remember every word," 

He aaid, " And the angels who must have heard, 
They will remember too." 

Then clasped as a mother olaspa who stands 

Alone between lovo and death; 
Unfelt were the spectral, chilly hands 
That softly tighten the aoothing bands 

Over the failing breath. 

Mother and child as the fire burned low, 

Slept on the earth's cold breast : 
The night passed by, and the morning slow 
Broke the veil of cloud o'er the fearful show, 

But never their perfect rest, 

GEO p. MORRIS. 
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POETIC AI, FEN-PICT0HEa 



' ONWAED TO EICHJIOND." 

RUMORED EVi01!ATI0N OF KICHMOND, 

MARCH 29th, '63. 

In a dingy old room in a Northern State 

Sat a mother alone — a woman Avliose fato 

"Waa to toil with the needle for men who wiU eay 

" She haa ample reward in a shilling per day I" 

She sat with her head bowed low on her knee, 

While the needle had ceased to work for its fee, 

And hor thoughts had wandered away to a eon 

As he marched 'mid the " Grand," to mystie Bull Etm, 

Slowly the shirt slid down from her clasp, 

'Till it hung by the thread still firm in her grasp, 

And sleep, that was sweet, had taken its sway 

"Where the twenty-four hours were always the day. 

Her slumber was calm; anon she would start ! 

The muscles would twitch, and told that the heart 

"Was stirred to its depths by a vision of one 

As he marched 'mid the " Grand," to mystic Ball Eun. 

She saw in her dream that gallant array, 

As weary and worn they plodded their way 

To the field that was soon to picture a scene 

Of horrors and death ! and anguish ao keen, 

That the Nation has grieved in sorrow and gloom, 

O'er the worthy and brave, who courting their doom, 

Lay wounded and dead in the light of a sun 

That shone angry and hot on the hanks of Bull Eun. 
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Then saw she the charge and cavalry's dash, 
And bowie and sword, and sharp bayonet clash ; 
The cannon's bright glare and deafening roar 
That told of its track in warm crimson gore ! 
Their rider and horse, o'ertaken by Death 
Sank down on the sod vain by gasping for breath ! 
Eanka melting away not heeding the gun 
Which waa masked that day at bloody Bull Eun ! 

But see ye her now, as haggard and pale 
She starts to her feet with low moaning waii- 
And wild staring eyes that piercing the gloom 
Has conjured the scene to her own little room ! 
In the struggle of death, 'midst carnage and strife, 
"With his eyo glazing o'er in fast ebbing life, 
Lay that idolized form still clatching his gun, 
Ab he writhed in hie goi-c on the banks of Bull Enn I 

With a startling shriek she sank to the floor, 
For the vision had riven the heart to the core. 
And the sad, weary spirit wended its way 
To a better reward than a " shilling per day. " 
Prophetical Death, that singles out some, 
Had spoken to her the news that wonld come; 
Of victims by scores as shouted each son — 
" Onward to Richmond ! by way of Bull Eun. " 
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POETIC AL PEN- 



TO THE KENTUCKY FAEMEES. 

BEEOEE THE BATTLE 01" SOMEttSET, KY., 
MABCH 30th, 'C3. 

Leave your plowshares in the furrowSj 

Tillers of the fruitful soil ; 
Leave the grass unmown, ungathered, 

"Waato the products of your toil j 
Think no longer of the reaping 

Of the full and golden grain, 
Only think about the harvest 

Waiting on the battle-plain. 

Throw aside your hoes and sickles, 

Swing your keen edge scythea no more. 
Draw the aworda from out the scabbards 

Which your patriot grandeires wore. 
Shoulder arms and march united, 

Singing joyous as you go, 
To repel the Southern army, 

To destroy the invading foe. 

Be your conntry's bold dcifenders 

"Till her dreadful day be past, 
With your bodies for a rampart 

Guard her, shield her to the last. 
Tour's ia aoil by Freedom hallowed, 

Kot a land for lords and slaves ; 
Let them find no dwelling-places. 

Only death and bloody graves. 

PARK BENJAMIN. 



Hcssdb, Google 



OP THE WAR, 



THE RETREAT. 



EEBEL RETREAT FROM 

MARCH 31st, '63. 

Sad scene of woe 1 Disaster and defeat 
Brood o'or the plain and hasten the retreat. 
OutnumhoTed and surprised the patriot ranks, 
In dire confnsion seek the river's hanks. 
O'orwhelmed, they turn, but still disdained to yield. 
As with reluctant steps they quit the field. 
Each thundering roar from out yon grove of pines 
Sweeps like a tempest thro' their shattered lines; 
Now 'neath the shock, the stricken column reels, 
O'er dead and dying roll the crushing wheela 
Of fierce pnrsners. Now the foe outflanks, 
And hurls an avalanche upon their ranks. 
Again they rally ! By the river's side 
They strive to stem the furious hattio tide. 
But all in vain. The havoc thickens round, 
With carnage strewing the contested ground. 
Behold, alas! their gallant leader fall, 
His hosom reddened hy the fatal ball ! 
Mark where, in crimson heaps, the wounded lie^ 
Seo how in agony they writhe and die. 
Welcome, ye dusky shades of eve, that now 
Creep o'r the scene from yonder mountain's brow, 
Spread thy concealing clouds, piteous night. 
And shut the dreadful vision from my sight. 

J. L. nUJAREIC, 
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POETIC AL PEN-P1CTUIIE8 



OH, FAIE VIRGINIA ! 

GEAND REVIEW 01 THE AKMY OF THE POTOMAC, 
APBiL 2d., '63 

Oh, fair Virginia, erring though tbou art, 
Thou still wilt clasp them closely to thy heart. 
Watch o'er their alumbera. To thy stricken breast 
Let the lost Jieroes lovingly be pressed. 
Though traitors have lured thee from thy Lome, 
And taught thy feet in wayward paths to roam, 
Dimmed thy fair name, despoiled thee of thy charms. 
And snatched thee ruthless from our sheltering arms 
Still in thy bosom lives some fond regret. 
Some flickering flame all nnextinguished yet, 
Some tender thought thou cans't not from thee cast. 
Which in thy misery links thee to the past. 
Thoa too hast lost thy children, and dost mourn 
Thy noble sons in battle from thee torn. 
Then drop with us thy sympathising tears, 
!B'en as thou would'st have done in former years. 
Take to thy breast and proudly cherish there 
The holy trast committed to thy care — 
Give them within thy heart of hearts a place, 
And clasp them kindly in thy fond embrace. 
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THE INVESTMENT. 

INVESTMENT OF WASUINQTON, N, C, 

APRIL 4th, '63. 

But, hark ! the battle strife again is raging, 

fiercer than before, 
And louder thunders in my startled ear 

The lond artillery's roar. 
Again our squadrons sweep the bloody plain — 

Again, with fierce desire,. 
From out our cannon's deadly mouths 

Leap forth their tongues of fire ! 

Onward comes apace a brave and fearless line, 

"With bayonets glancing low ; 
And battle-flags, of purest white and blue, 

Are rushing toward the foe. 
Fiill well wc know each flaunting banner there : 

It ia the First Brigade — 
The never repulsed dauntless hero host— - 

The famous First Brigade. 

" Hurrah ! hurrah !" they shout, and rushing on. 

Like a loose-cast Alpine snow. 
They beat the terror-stricken cravens back 

With one terrific blow. 
" Hurrah ! hurrah 1" again our soldiers cried — 

" Hurrab I" the hills replied; 
A faint low whispering word my comrade spoke— 

" Hurrah!" he said, and died. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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rOBTICAL PEN-PICTURE3 



"AIL QUIET ON POTOMAC." 

THE PRESIDEMT's VISIT TO TIIK ARMY, 

APEiL 5th, 'G3 

All is quiet on Potomac, 

Save a stirring deep as hell. 
Like the thought that stirr'd in Satan 

Ere the hour tho angels fell — 

Hour that sorrow's pages tell. 

Kisses thus the troad Atlantic, 

On the eanda that hound her shore, 

Hath forgotton, when in frantic 

Waves she leap'd with thunder's roar, 
Navies from their moorings tore. 

Sleeps the wind upon the hi How, 
Gently rippling in the sun. 

Mindless when it howl'd the pillow, 
Gory beds by battle won, 
When the dreadful fight was done. 

Beauteous are the tents by moonlight, 
Gaily float the streamers there; 

Glimpses of tho bayonet bright, 
Marching the pacing sentry's care 
Where tho war-flond makes his lair. 

But those tents shall know commotion. 
And that moon shall light a scene 

Wilder than the ■wrecks of ocean 
Where tho wintry howl hath been. 
Changed the smiling landscape scene ! 

RALPH HOYT. 
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Off THE WAR. 



THE ATTACK. 

ATTACK OK rRANKLIIf, KY., 

APRIL 10th, '63. 

KoTlong -tMa bloody conflict was maiatained — 

The vaDquiBhed foo fell back, 
And the bugle's clarion notes proclaimed 

The evening's bivouac j 
"While the wings of night their shadows pressed 

Upon the gory field, 
And war-worn soldiers, in blankets wrapped, 

Lino phantoms were revealed. 

Up from the river, the dark flowing river, 

The misty vapors rise. 
And an angel's bright bark is floating there, 

To bear me to the skies : 
The sail is full — from out of the pearly car 

Glimmers a silvery oar, 
To guide ua along, thro' the weltering gloom, 

To a bright and golden shore. 

But ho sits not alone in his mystic car : 

Another as pure and white, 
Is waiting and beckoning impatient to mo 

To join hia heavenly flight; 
While earthward bendiag from the upper sky, 

With golden wings outspread, 
I see full many an angel form 

From among-tho battle dead, 
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POETICAL lEM-PIOTUEES 



OH, SUMTBE! HOW FALLEN I 



or FORT SUMTEK, ON THE SECOND 
ANNIVERSAllY OP THE FIRST QVN, 

APRIL 11th, '63. 

Oh, Samter ! Low fallen !— thy glory how faded ! — 
When in tho dark past we thy story review; 
When first the base hand of wanton rebellion 
Struck down the bright folds of the Eed White and Blue 

Howthrob'd then tho heart of tho awe-atrieken nation 
As each cannon's voice thimder'd out thro' the land 
Tho eummons for freemen to haete to the rescue 
Of Liberty bleeding, 'neath Treason's vile hand! 

While in the bright ether, enehrin'd in his glory, 
The spirit of Waeington swept o'er the main, 
With fraternal hand o'er thee outstretched, imploring, 
And regal brow bent— but, alas! all in "vaiu ! 

Thefierce blow was dealt then that sbatter'd the nation, 
The monster Ecbellion then rear'd its proud head, 
And in deep thunder tones — from iron lips spoken — 
Declaimed that the G-enius of Freedom was dead ! 

Then— then, oh, proud Sampter, thy glory was faded — 
Thine iron tongue utter'd each morn a base lie. 
When as the-sun rose, the false flag flut'ring o'er thee, 
Declared that the Union dissevered must die I 
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or THE WAE. iiyS 

Since then, low 'ring war-clouds hath shadow'd the altar 
Which Freedom and Truth had uprfearedin theWest, 
Like the incenBe of old from the Sacrifice raising, 
Hath Mdtheein gloom and obscured thy prond crest. 

The Nation upon thoe hath gazed in deep sorrow, 
And view'd thee — ah ! not as the sepulchre dark 
Where slumbered the ashes of Union dissevered, 
But as they of old viewed the Temple and Ark. 

So gazed the whole nation upon thy embrasures. 
So gazed they upon thee thro' war's decp'ning haao, 
Assur'd 'mid the gloom, that the Genius of Freedom 
From out thy dark ruins resurrected would raise ! 

They gazed not in vain— nor hoped they mistaken — 
The fiat went forth from the moath of the Lord; 
The buckler of Faith girt the loins of the nation, 
Ae they marched to redeem thee, with fire and sword. 

Assembled around thee — a host strong and mighty — 
With spirits of wrath panting for the affray, 
With ir on-mail' d hand on thy firm gates they thund'r'd 
'Till'neath their fierce blows thy stout walls gave way. 

" Ope' — open to Justice," theirori throats thunder'd, 
" Ope' — open to Truth, now !" the musketry roar'd, 
" Too long hath thebase hand of Treason rotain'd thee. 
Thou Symbol of Freedom !" saidthc voice of theLord. 

The Lord's voice spoke from the mouth of the cannon, 
And lo ! thy walls crumbled when thus ho had said, 
"Until soon the base flag of wanton Eebellioa 
Amid the dark ruins of Sumter was laid. 
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■When out of its portala, amid a bright halo, 
Whiohlamin'dthe sky East, "West, South andKorth, 
The Genius of ^Freedom then spread its fair pinions, 
And 'mid great rejoicing, to light issued forth — 

To carry glad tidings to thousands now waiting 
To hear that the reign of Troaaon is o'er, 
When with prayer and thanksgiving the nation united 
Shall hail the old Union as it was of yore. 

Oh, Sumter, tho' fallen, with thy glory faded — 
Tho' shatter'd thy gates, and in ruins thy wall, 
'Twere better to be thus the tombstone of , Treason 
Than a monument dam'd of Liberty's fall ! 



END O]? THE FIBST TWO TMAItS. 
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